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These Lenten addresses on the Seven Words from 
the Cross bear evidence of the spoken rather than the 
written word. It seems best to leave them so. A 
little roughage, which has its function in physical 
dietetics, may not be without the same value in pro¬ 
moting that inward digestion in things of the spirit 
for which we are taught to pray. And there are 
many of us who derive more sustenance from the 
ears of corn which we rub in our own hands as we go 
along life’s way, than from the ordered shewbread 
of the priests. 

Westminster Churchy 

London. Advent , 1933. 
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INTRODUCTION 

“Never man spake like this man .”—John 7. 46 

That is surely the most amazing reason that has 
ever been tendered by a posse of police officers in 
extenuation of their failure to effect an arrest. 
Imagine this at any modern police station: 

“Why have you not carried out your orders?” 

“We were unable to arrest him, sir, because he 
spoke so beautifully, so impressively. No man ever 
spoke like this man.” 

“You mean that the suspect spoke in a foreign 
tongue, so that you could not understand him?” 

“No, sir, he spoke our own language. But it was 
not so much what he said, as the way he said it.” 

The possible scene baffles the imagination. 

There was no suggestion of hypnotism. Those 
police officers of the Sanhedrin were simply over¬ 
awed by the sheer moral force of Jesus. The rulers 
of the time were reduced to a state of spluttering 
bewilderment and wrath. But they were forced to 
accept the statement of their servants. These had 
never before been known to flinch in the execution 
of their duty. And the amazing thing is that after 
the searchlight of two thousand years has been turned 
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upon them, those constables have been unanimously 
approved as having uttered a true and sober verdict. 

We could have understood the disciples of Jesus 
saying a thing like this. We could have accounted 
for the passionate exclamation bursting from the lips 
of Mary of Bethany after she had been sitting 
entranced at her dear Master’s feet. We could 
believe that an unfriendly critic might have been 
heard to mutter, “No man in his senses ever spoke 
like this.” But this was the spontaneous verdict of 
neutrals, men who through the exigencies of their 
calling had become inured to pay as little heed to 
glib blarney as to obscene invective. Never before 
had they been held up by a barrage of words. No, 
it wasn t that. It was the ineluctable sense of being 
in the presence of Godhead, the same unforgettable 
experience that had at once so overjoyed and over¬ 
awed the multitude who first listened to our Lord. 
“It came to pass, when Jesus had ended these say¬ 
ings, the people were astonished at his doctrine: for 
he taught them as one having authority, and not as 
the scribes.” For the first time in their lives they 
were aware of hearing truth, re-enforced by experi¬ 
ence, communicated through the personality of One 
whom they could not doubt had been in touch with 
God. 

Should we not hear him? Should we not listen to 
what he has to say? He spoke in an hour when the 
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sands of destiny for his nation were fast running out. 
The enemy was at the gates. Temple and place, 
position and power, were about to pass from them 
to a people bringing forth fruits meet for repentance. 
The whole civilized world was rocking. In such an 
hour do we again find ourselves. As Adolf Hitler 
said in his New Year Message to Germany: “The 
world stands before a decision the like of which it is 
confronted with but once in a thousand years.” Our 
own secular newspapers are recommending that the 
church should set all her orators free to go through 
the land with the slogan, “Back to the Carpenter!” 
Soon we shall be entering an early Lent, and the 
older I grow the more do I feel the need for us all 
to realize the unity of the one Holy Catholic Apos¬ 
tolic Church, coupled with the preservation of the 
priceless and dear-bought and never-to-be-too- 
highly-prized right of private judgment. “What 
do we? for this man doeth,” said the rulers of our 
Lord’s day. To friend and foe alike, the ceaseless 
activities, the inescapable presence of Jesus, were a 
perpetual challenge. They realized that one thing 
they could not do, and that was to leave Christ alone. 
He had either to be crowned or crucified. He had 
either to be deified or defied. You cannot leave him 
alone, because he will not leave you alone. “What a 
relief,” wrote George Tyrrell wearily, in his con¬ 
flict for spiritual freedom with his ecclesiastical 


H 


INTRODUCTION 


superiors, “if one could wash one’s hands of the 
whole concern! But there is that Strange Man upon 
his Cross who drives one back again and again.” 
He will not let you be. 

I woke yesterday morning from a strangely vivid 
and unusual and memorable dream, with these words 
still sounding in my ears, “Life is a bridle path.” I 
do not profess to interpret dreams. All I know is 
that a great many people, whose judgment and grasp 
of spiritual truth I respect, have been telling me that 
God has been speaking to them as he used to speak 
to men long ago in visions of the night. “Life is a 
bridle path.” I suppose that, with Newman, I must 
confess that I have always “loved to choose and see 
my path.” I have shared the preference of my race 
for schemes that might be called “cut and dried.” 
And life never runs like that, especially life with 
God’s wonderful surprises in it. The way of life is 
not a hard-and-fast arterial road. It is a bridle path, 
taking unexpected and perhaps unwelcome turns, and 
essentially a way in which we must all move alone in 
single file. Life is a bridle path in which the rider 
may not draw rein until the end is reached. 

Skene, the Scottish historian, drew out a plan of 
the island of Iona according to his conjecture of how 
it was laid out in Saint Columba’s time. His plan 
showed the highway in Iona branching off at the 
cruciform, in order to fall in with his preconceived 
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notions of the site of Saint Columba’s monastery. 
But recently McGregor Chalmers, the architect, dug 
down and found that the road ran right through the 
heart of the cruciform buildings. We cannot plan 
life’s road to suit our preconceived theories. When 
we get down to fact and experience, we find that it 
carries right through the heart of the cross, that the 
whole layout of life is cruciform, and only explicable 
in its relation to the cross at the heart of everything. 

And that is why, seeing the world is going through 
a measure of crucifixion to-day, and that some contact 
with the cross is inevitable for every one of us in our 
own private lives, we find our way again to Calvary. 
It is not without profound significance that the Gos¬ 
pels give a much larger proportion of space to our 
Lord’s death than to his life. If never man spake 
like this man, how intently should we listen to his 
last words! Last words are always earnestly heeded. 

“The tongues of dying men 
Enforce attention like deep harmony; 

When words are scarce they’re seldom spent in vain, 

For they breathe truth that breathe their words in pain.” 

The Seven Words uttered on the cross are seven 
windows through which we may gaze at the soul of 
Christ. They have a sevenfold completeness. He 
died as he had lived. There is order and progress in 
those seven utterances. All through life he had 
thought of his enemies first and of himself last. In 
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the pains of death it is the same. “We find him 
thinking first of his enemies, next of an enemy who 
had become a friend, next of a friend, and so narrow¬ 
ing the circle, he comes to himself last of all.” 

We have awakened to the fact that there was a 
danger of taking life too easily. We had been cush¬ 
ioning ourselves round with comfort, and some were 
even demanding and fashioning a religion that 
should deceive them into believing that pain and 
suffering had been banished from the world. Saint 
Paul had been obliged to leave Trophimus sick at 
Miletum: but at Boston, Massachusetts, and other 
places where they could pay enough, there was no 
need to leave anyone sick. It won’t do. The high¬ 
way runs right through the cross. Anybody can 
stand up to life when the sun is shining and the birds 
are singing. It is when darkness is over all the land 
that the testing comes. As D. L. Moody used to say, 
“Character is what you are in the dark.” “Sitting 
down they watched him there.” And it was there 
and then that the veil was rent and men looked right 
in upon the heart of God. Some learned nothing 
from watching. In that terribly suggestive word of 
Saint Luke, “The people that came together to that 
sight, beholding the things which were done, smote 
their breasts —and returned” They returned to the 
old life after a passing gust of emotion as if they had 
passed through no veiling of the sun, as if they had 
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not been spectators when for a season sinful men who 
knew not what they did put out the Light of life. 
Now, in our dark hour, in this day of world-cruci¬ 
fixion, shall we not sit down together and watch him? 
Not that we may be swept by a passing gust of un¬ 
fruitful emotion, smiting our breasts and returning} 
but that we may learn how he met the darkness, how 
he found again the face of the Father, blotted out for 
one awful moment, that we, receiving of his assur¬ 
ance and his peace, may enter into his secret place 
awhile until the tempest be past. 

Is the darkness to rob us of our faith in God? Is 
the thunder in the air to sour the milk of the Word? 
Have we built upon a rock, or only upon shifting, 
sinking sand? At the beginning of his public career 
our Lord spoke those matchless words of grace 
which we call the Beatitudes. Again, at the end, he 
spoke the Seven Words. How did he face life in the 
glad morning of his days, down by the sunlit waters 
of Galilee? He had blessing on his lips. A poor 
heart it is that cannot rejoice when the morning dew 
is on the rose, that cannot bless when all are blessing 
and praising him. But how does such an one look 
back on life when the clouds are gathering about the 
setting sun, and the plaudits and the popularity are 
things of the long ago? Still this Man blesses. He 
who lifted up his voice is now himself lifted up. At 
the beginning he went into a mountain: now they 
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take him to a green hill. “When he had sat down, 
his disciples came unto him.” So with any teacher. 
When he was raised up, the whole world was drawn 
unto him. In the beginning “He opened his mouth 
and taught them.” At the end he opened his heart 
and showed them. 

And yet how precious the words! “All three 
hours his silence cried.” “But what did he say?” 
you ask. What can, what should, be said from a 
cross? All Seven Words are words of love. Faith 
may seem to waver, hope to be at a low ebb; but love 
is always at full tide in the soul of Jesus. Victory 
remains with love. 

As the old year, 1932, was going I received a 
letter from an old business friend which closed thus: 
“What of dividends and what of capital, what of 
things political and things economic, what of matters 
of state and matters international, what of morality 
and religion, what of everything in 1933? Every¬ 
thing is in a state of flux; everyone is in a state of 
expectancy. So was it before the Christian era. And 
then the great change came. May 1933 bring our 
change!” 

Doctor Laws, that veteran missionary, has de¬ 
scribed how in a certain landscape in Africa the trees 
are all inclined away from a certain direction, let us 
say, the west. Their trunks incline, and their top¬ 
most branches quite noticeably are bent, away from 
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the west. And yet here is a very curious thing. All 
the high winds and gales and tempests came from the 
east , so that if a gale, or a high wind, or a tempest 
were the decisive factor in the growth of a living 
thing, those trees should all have inclined away from 
the east and toward the west. “What is it,” Doctor 
Laws asks, “that decided the prevailing direction of 
those trees, and that it should be opposite from what 
we should have anticipated?” It is this: in that 
region, though the high winds, the gales, and 
tempests, come from the east, the breezes, the regu¬ 
lar steady pressure of the air, are from the west. The 
gales and tempests have the trees intermittently and 
for a short season 5 but the moment these high winds 
are laid, the breezes and gentle pressure return from 
the other quarter. 

So was it with our Lord. The fierce blast of 
Calvary shook his soul but could not alter its prevail¬ 
ing bent. The gentle winds of a Spirit always blow¬ 
ing Godward had settled the issue before the hour of 
testing came. And we? 

“What can we do o’er whom the unbeholden 
Hangs in a night with which we cannot cope? 

What but look sunward, and with faces golden 
Speak to each other softly of a hope?” 

The “hope that maketh not ashamed.” The hope 
that He who hath begun a good work in us will not 
forsake us now. The hope inspired for all time by 
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Him who spake as never man spake, who lived as 
never man lived, who died as never man died. 

O Lord God> who hast ordained that through 
much tribulation we should enter the kingdom of 
heaven , we 'praise thy holy Name that we may look 
to Jesus as our fellow and go on with Jesus as our 
Head. Suffer us not to miss him in the dark; but } 
rather , pressing the closer , may we be sustained by 
his favor and delivered through his grace . 
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“Father, forgive them; for they know not what they do.” 

—Luke 23. 34 

The Seven Words from the cross are recorded by 
the different Evangelists, one by Saint Matthew and 
Saint Mark conjointly, three by Saint Luke, and 
three by Saint John. As Mr. Hichens reminds us 
in his book, In the Wilderness , “the greatest prayer 
ever offered up was uttered on a cross, in the midst 
of a shrieking mob.” Samson cries out passionately 
in blind anger as he brings down the temple of his 
enemies upon them and upon his own head: “O Lord 
God, remember me, I pray thee, and strengthen me, 
I pray thee, only this once, O God, that I may be at 
once avenged of the Philistines for my two eyes.” 
Jesus, while they are nailing him to the cross, ex¬ 
claims, “Father, forgive them, for they know not 
what they do.” 

We speak of “the ruling passion strong in death,” 
and it is a significant expression. It means that what 
anyone really is by nature he cannot help exhibiting 
in the hour of danger and of death. Jesus Christ 
was always “himself” (compare Hebrews 13. 8). 
In weakness, in sickness, in moments when men are 
apt to be taken off their guard, we make allowance 
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for them. There is a beautiful and generous habit 
of saying, “He’s not himself to-day.” “Temporary 
insanity.” Contrariwise—“Richard’s himself again! ” 
Jesus was himself at every moment. He had no 
unguarded hours. After a night of mortal agony, 
in which body, mind, and spirit had suffered the 
utmost possible to be endured, after six successive 
mock trials, after military flogging and taunting, 
while the executioners were actually driving the 
nails into his body, our Lord is true to his own teach¬ 
ing about forgiveness, so that the author of the 
Epistle to the Hebrews may confidently say, “Jesus 
Christ is the same yesterday and to-day, yea and for¬ 
ever.” That truth stands eternally, “With thee there 
is forgiveness.” It is characteristic of God the 
Father, characteristic of God the Son; so that Sir 
John Seeley points out in Ecce Homo that when peo¬ 
ple speak about a “Christian spirit,” they usually 
mean a forgiving one. The weak character makes 
excuses for himself: the strong and big make excuses 
for others. This word of Jesus is more than Saint 
Paul’s “Give place unto wrath.” The crucifixion of 
our Lord was the most terrible crime in the history 
of the world. There was none other who could 
intercede for those responsible save the Great High 
Priest himself. It must not be that in offering him¬ 
self as an atonement for all the sins of the whole 
world that any of mankind, even those directly 
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responsible for the crucifixion, should have put them¬ 
selves, even by that awful act, outside the pale of the 
divine forgiveness, the divine mercy, and the divine 
love. It would have cast a shadow darker than the 
withdrawal of the sun upon the supreme event of 
history, the redemption of mankind: therefore the 
first thing our Lord does, lest faintness come over 
his weary body, is to take measures to prevent such 
a tragedy. The Lamb of God is being offered in 
sacrifice upon the altar of the world’s desperate need, 
and the Great High Priest Himself, Victor-Victim, 
makes the all-embracing, all-sufficing, all-availing 
prayer, “Father, forgive them 5 for they know not 
what they do.” The world of men is saved. The 
greatest sinner may now be saved, the blackest sin 
may be blotted out—beneath the shadow of that cross 
they are just uprearing against the astonished 
heavens. The first word from the cross wipes out 
from the record the most awful sin ever committed 
by man, wipes it out in the very moment of its com¬ 
mittal. The supreme Sacrifice stands out in the per¬ 
fection of beauty and efficacy, costing the life of the 
Son of God, but bringing tragedy and damnation to 
no other person. 

First words and last words—how revealing they 
are! When our Lord rose from the dead on the 
third day the first word that he uttered was 
“Woman.” It was a prophecy of all that he and his 
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church were to do for the raising and blessing and 
hallowing of womanhood. It was Christ who 
emancipated womanhood and gave woman the chance 
to rise and rule the world. But when our Lord was 
nailed to the redemptive cross the first word that he 
uttered was “Father.” It tells of a trust in a loving 
Personality that never faltered in the hour when the 
love and Fatherhood of God seemed to have been 
finally blotted out in impenetrable darkness. If ever 
“such pity as a father hath unto his children dear” 
seemed the most heartless lie in human experience, it 
was then, when Love was being crucified with every 
circumstance of cruelty and outrage. If he could say 
“Father” then, it can always be said in confident trust. 

“Father, forgive them.” Now, we may be quite 
sure that our Lord never asked for anything that he 
thought to be impossible. He did qualify one of his 
prayers in this way, “Father, if it be possible, let this 
cup pass from me.” But he does not pray, “Father, 
if it be possible, forgive them.” He knows that it is 
possible. He knows that God is capable of doing it. 
I can understand those who have said that they can¬ 
not take in the fact of God’s forgiveness. Terrible 
moment in Sarah Bernhardt’s Du Theatre au 
Champs, “Forgive them not, for they know what 
they do.” Cold-blooded sin. Stealing—the virtue 
of a woman, the innocence of a child. Teaching a 
little child blasphemy and obscenity. How can there 
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be forgiveness for such things? If you want to feel 
the range and the wonder of the forgiving mercy that 
there is in God, you must think of him pardoning 
those who slew his Son. “There is forgiveness with 
thee.” And when we are tempted to think we may 
possibly be the one terrible exception, as men are 
sometimes tempted to think that they have sinned 
beyond all hope of pardon, there stands that cross 
upon which the Son who knew all that was in the 
Father’s heart asked him to forgive the crime of 
crimes. And that is why everyone who has seen the 
cross has that amazing and saving conviction which 
makes him say, “He loved me, and gave himself for 
me.” It is as when you are standing by the water’s 
edge on some bright night when the moon is in the 
sky. There are those dark and tumbling waters at 
your feet. But right across them is a path of light 
coming straight to you as if that bright shining were 
for you and you alone. You can believe that the orb 
gives light to a whole world of darkness. You can 
believe that others are enjoying the same experience 
as you do. But all you know is that there is a path 
of light across the dark waters yours and yours alone. 
The cross may be a whole world’s redemption: the 
one thing that matters is that it strikes a path of light 
and salvation across the infamous depths of darkness 
and despair, as if it had been set up for you and you 
alone. “He loved me, and gave himself for me.” 
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“For they know not what they do.” That is an 
awful thought—that sin is so terrible in its incidence 
and its consequences that none can ever know the 
extent or the measure of the harm they do. “If they 
had known,” said Saint Paul, “they would not have 
crucified the Lord of glory.” Indeed, this word of 
Jesus seems to have burned itself into the imagina¬ 
tion of the early church, because Saint Peter repeats 
it direct to the men who were primarily responsible 
for the crucifixion. “I wot that through ignorance 
ye did it, as did also your rulers.” The disciple has 
already caught the mind of his Master on this matter 
of forgiveness. 

“For they know not what they do.” That is to 
say, when we sin we never really visualize what we 
are doing. Jesus saw it. We are hitting God. 
There were those soldiers driving the nails through 
those hands that had touched the leper back to health, 
raised the little maid to life, been laid in blessing on 
the heads of little children. How could they do it? 
The answer is they could not have done it had they 
really known what they did. They were only carry¬ 
ing out orders from their superiors—with a little 
unnecessary brutality, perhaps, but as men under au¬ 
thority. But even the scribes and Pharisees and 
priests, even Pilate, who, compared with the execu¬ 
tioners, were enlightened men, knew not the awful¬ 
ness of their guilt. They were hitting God. And 
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Jesus seizes on the only possible palliation of their 
callous crime, and pleads it with his dying breath in 
the ears of his Heavenly Father. 

That means that we are all a great deal worse than 
we can possibly realize. The Saviour intercedes for 
us on the ground that we have no idea whom we are 
hitting nor how hard we are hitting him. We 
imagine we are only conforming to the level of all 
around us, doing what others are doing: not getting 
much satisfaction out of it, perhaps as little as those 
soldiers got. They had no idea they were hitting 
God. It is at once the cause for forgiveness of our 
sin and the most awful exposure of it. Is there any¬ 
one here who has told a doubtful story to a school¬ 
fellow, let fall a foul word, whispered a vile jest, 
made light of sacred things? If only that had been 
the end of it! But you started a trail of after¬ 
imagery in another’s mind which he was not strong 
enough to resist. And now the wild lust is tearing 
another’s life to shreds. Nothing he can do will 
drive those hell-hounds back to kennel. The leashes 
of a pure love are snapped. It is like that horrible 
monster which Frankenstein created, out of what 
seemed but the innocent gratification of a thirst for 
experience and sensation j but it soon grew out of the 
control of its creator and ravaged every pleasant 
thing. You had no idea what you were doing. You 
had no idea you were hitting God, and hitting him 
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where it would hurt him most, in the person of one 
of the human souls that he made and loved. And we 
are gathered here, every one of us with this terrible 
gift of influence which, consciously or unconsciously, 
time and again we have used amiss. “If thou, Lord, 
shouldest mark iniquities, who shall stand?” And 
over every one of us there sounds that pleading voice, 
“Father, forgive them} for they knew not what they 
did.” 

And now, what can you and I learn from this First 
Word on the cross for our own comfort in cross¬ 
bearing? What does our Great Captain teach us 
about the process of being made perfect through suf¬ 
fering?—for the whole world is one vast Golgotha 
to-day of crucified humanity, suffering from the 
deeds of men who knew not what they did. 

1. Well, we can never forget that the first word 
was a word of prayer. We are all too ready to 
neglect our prayers when suffering from any dis¬ 
comfort or disappointment. By praying Jesus pre¬ 
served the serenity of his soul, so that he was able to 
help his fellow sufferers in the world’s dark hour. 

2. Bring God in at the beginning and keep in 
touch with him all through. “What did God do for 
Stephen when his enemies were stoning him to death? 
God does nothing.” “He enabled Stephen to pray 
like his Master, ‘Lord, lay not this sin to their 
charge.’ ” 
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William Tyndale’s last words at the stake: “Lord, 
open the king of England’s eyes.” 

Edith Cavell: “Patriotism is not enough: I must 
have no bitterness toward any.” 

They were soon following in His train. And 
every day this prayer is diminishing the sum of 
bitterness and increasing the amount of love in the 
world. In that hour when, if ever, God must have 
seemed to be an outcast from his own world 5 in that 
hour when the powers of darkness and of spiritual 
wickedness in high places seemed to be having their 
full and final triumph, Jesus said, “Father,” Jesus 
said, “Forgive.” 

“In the wild heart of that eclipse 
These words came from his wasted lips.” 

Disarmament among the nations! How our tired, 
yearning hearts go out to greet the possibility! Is 
it to be merely another cruel and tantalizing mirage 
in the desert of suffering? Is it merely going to be 
another little joke for the Devil? Superb ideal 
merely? It is the one form of politics that is practi¬ 
cal. We cannot injure others without injuring our¬ 
selves. 

The chairman of one of our great business enter¬ 
prises said recently there was no hope for us all until 
we learned to pray, “forgive us our debts, as we 
forgive our debtors.” No hope, that is to say, until 
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we got back to the cross, back to this First Word, 
“Father, forgive.” Mussolini seized on it and quoted 
it that same week. “I, if I be lifted up, will draw 
all men unto me.” All men! Britons, Italians, 
Presbyterians, Roman Catholics, every nation repre¬ 
sented at Geneva. Lift up Jesus and his cross ever 
so little, ever so timidly, ever so tentatively, and see 
how they are drawn! Supposing they voted him 
into the chair at Geneva! Then, I confess, I should 
be more hopeful of success. “How can one enter 
into a strong man’s house . . . except he first 

bind the strong man?” “But when a stronger than 
he shall come upon him, and overcome him, he 
taketh from him all his armor wherein he trusted.” 
There lies the world’s only hope of disarmament. 

A war scene one can never forget was the coming 
across a tangle of arms of Ally and enemy piled at 
the foot of a wayside crucifix in France. A British 
bayonet. A French rifle. A German steel helmet. 
And on these horrid things those sad, sad eyes seemed 
from the cross of suffering to be looking down. “Ave 
Crux! Spes mundi unica! ,} And I said to myself, 
“Yes, that is the only place in all the world where 
we may hope the Christian nations will finally lay 
down their arms and cast away forever their accoutre¬ 
ments of war.” “If I by the Spirit of God cast out 
demons, then is the kingdom of God come upon 
you.” Yes, indeed. And there is no other way. 
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“Verily I say unto thee, To-day shalt thou be with me in 
Paradise .”—Luke 23. 43 

While they were actually nailing him to the cross 
our Lord uttered that First Word. “Father, forgive 
them; for they know not what they do.” There 
spoke humanity’s Great High Priest, interceding for 
the sinners in the very act of making atonement for 
the sin of the world. 

In the Second Word Jesus speaks as King. One 
by one we shall see each element of shame in the cross 
turned by the divine alchemy into a thing of glory. 
Everything that human wit and malice could devise 
was done to make the death of Jesus on the cross an 
offense. One by one each feature of ridicule and 
ignominy was transmuted into triumph. As when 
one takes a black and grimy coal and throws it into 
the fire, and it becomes changed into a bright and 
glowing thing, so men flung their taunts and hatred 
into the Sacred Heart only to find with amazement 
that it was all transformed by that glowing fire of 
love into the brightest, most cheering, warming and 
comforting thing in the history of mankind. It is 
true of the crown of thorns, the gaudy robe, the reed 
they stuck in his hand. It is true also of the cross 

35 


3 6 TESTAMENT OF LOVE 

which Christendom wears forever as the brightest 
jewel in her crown. 

Notice that it is true of each sharp-cut facet of that 
jewel. They hanged him between two thieves. You 
may be sure that was not accidental. On somebody’s 
part it was a master stroke of malice, and of very 
bitter and diabolical malice. If he sat among sinners 
in his life, let him hang among them in his death. 
If he had chosen to be their friend when he was 
living, let him be found dead in the same congenial 
company. And so, in relentless hatred, he was cruci¬ 
fied with a notorious criminal on either side} and 
God has changed that crowning touch of devilry into 
the sublimest picture in the world. 

One of these two thieves was finally impenitent, 
and one of them we call the Penitent Thief. Saint 
Luke does not give us any indication that the penitent 
malefactor had begun by joining in the reviling, but 
two of the Gospels tell us quite distinctly that both of 
them reviled Jesus. And then something happened 
in the heart of one of them, and blasphemy was 
turned into prayer. That is to say, the Penitent 
Thief was saved, not at the eleventh hour, but in the 
twelfth, while his heart was beating out the last 
minutes of the day of grace. 

How can you account for such a sudden and such 
a saving change? There is no indication that either 
of these ruffians had ever met Christ before, but they 
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seem to have been boon companions in crime. The 
fact that they were crucified together, and that the 
one knew that his fellow was receiving no more than 
he deserved, is evidence of their past comradeship. 
They were desperate criminals of the worst and most 
dangerous type. Dartmoor never housed worse. 
And as they hung there, within a few feet of each 
other, they back-chatted in their coarse, rough way. 
They had tired of taunting the Sufferer who was 
hanging beside them because he reviled not again. 
And so, just able to turn their heads, they bandied 
their vile jests. “Well, you have got at last what 
you deserve.” You can imagine the retort. But 
every time they turned their shaggy heads in each 
other’s direction they had to look past the face of 
Jesus, so calm, so kingly, so quiet. And there was 
that strange poster over his head, setting forth the 
cause of death—“This is the king.” And then they 
must have heard that First Word, that amazing 
prayer for forgiveness, not for himself, but for others. 
Yes, it must be true—“born to be King”—where? 
When? No matter, some day, somewhere. And the 
grace of our Lord Jesus Christ evoked the penitent’s 
prayer. Beautiful revised touch: “I see your name 
is Jesus. Remember me, Jesus, when you come into 
your kingdom.” 

It was not the first time that a favor had been 
sought against that day when he should come into 
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his kingdom. “Grant that these my two sons may 
sit, one on thy right hand, and one on thy left hand, 
in thy kingdom!” The sun was shining then. 
Popularity and prosperity all spoke of the speedy 
coming of that kingdom. But where were those peti¬ 
tioners now? Where indeed? And instead here was 
one, such an unlikely one, on his right hand or on his 
left, believing in that kingdom, soliciting the King, 
in that dark hour when the disciples had all forsaken 
him and fled. “Jesus, remember me when thou 
comest into thy kingdom.” No vaulting ambition 
there! No request for a place in the seats of the 
mighty. Just not to be forgotten. Just 

“Some humble door among thy many mansions, 

Some sheltering shade where sin and striving cease, 
And flows for ever through heaven’s green expansions 
The river of thy peace.” 

Just always to be with Him who could pray in such 
an hour, “Father, forgive them.” That is what 
grace can do for the vilest sinner—the grace of our 
Lord Jesus Christ. And that humble petition was 
responsible for the Second Word on the cross: “To¬ 
day shalt thou be with me in paradise.” 

Think what joy that humble prayer of faith must 
have given our Lord! If everyone else had for¬ 
saken him and fled, here was one who trusted him. 
“The story is like a flower of beauty among those 
dreary crags of agony.” This strange tongue, these 
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oathing lips, were the last that had a word to say for 
him. As with the coming of the Greeks, our Lord 
must have seen of the travail of his soul and been 
satisfied. 

And what a kingly response the penitent thief 
received! All he had asked for was to be remem¬ 
bered: he was promised the closest of companionship. 
All he had hoped for was some distant day after a 
long sleep and a forgetting, and his Fellow Sufferer 
promised him there should not be a day’s delay. 
“To-day—what promptitude! With me—what 
company! In paradise—what repose!” (Bossuet.) 
The first word of the Crucified was a priestly prayer. 
The second is a royal promise, the promise of a 
King. A kingly word, a royal pardon, pledge, and 
surety of the way in which Jesus would deal with 
every penitent sinner who, seeing the error of his 
ways, confessed his guilt and turned to him for mercy. 
Sublime faith draws a sublime response. With the 
same authority with which he spoke in his life, so 
speaks our Lord in death. This is one of the many 
unconscious witnesses to his divinity of which the 
Bible is full. Christ opens the kingdom of heaven 
to the sinner. He has still power on earth to forgive 
sin when all power seems to have been taken from 
him. He thought it not robbery to be equal with 
God, and here he gives a robber what only God 
could give—peace in death. There are in the Gos- 
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pels no greater words of authority than these. Never 
let us dwell exclusively on the anguish of this sacred 
and awful scene on Calvary. “When I survey the 
wondrous cross where the young Prince of glory 
died”—to quote Isaac Watts’s original version of that 
great hymn—it is of kingly majesty that I am most 
aware. Where sin abounds grace does much more 
abound. He “reigned from the tree.” The true 
symbol of Christianity is not the crucifix, but the 
cross, which is the world’s throne. I should like to 
see it in the most prominent position in all our places 
of worship. There has been a lamentable lapse 
somewhere if the pipes of an organ, or the pulpit of 
a preacher, or the lectern of a reader, or even the 
communion table take the eye of the worshiper com¬ 
ing into the courts of the Lord’s house, rather than 
the symbol of symbols. He whom we call Lord 
rules the world from his cross. That was the throne 
from which the crucified King received the homage 
of his first subject. The cross had already begun its 
eternal conquest while the wet spring sap was in it. 

And, now, what do you and I see in the light of 
this Second revealing Word when we turn to the 
cross of Christ? Four things at least: 

i. We learn that faith saves, and that confession 
takes us straight to the heart of Jesus. “We receive 
the due reward of our deeds.” So much prayer 
■to-day is peevish and self-pitying, instead of being 
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self-condemning. “Ye have wearied the Lord with 
your words,” says the prophet Malachi, in a terrible 
revelation of the disastrous effects the wrong kind 
of prayer may have. “Ye say, . . . Where is 

the God of judgment?” Have we never prayed like 
that, scarcely veiling the insinuation that God has 
been banished these days from his own world? That 
was the kind of way the Impenitent Thief addressed 

our Lord. “If-, save thyself and us.” And 

the reply of God as given in the prophet Malachi was 
just, ‘‘Return, and discern.” The Penitent Thief 
sees why the obvious course may not be the right one. 
In the very hour when least there seemed to be a 
reign of God in the earth he asks that he may become 
a humble subject of that kingdom of righteousness 
when it comes, as come he feels sure it must. In the 
very hour when most his faith in God and man and 
in his fellow robber and in himself was shaken and 
shattered, this man turns to Christ. 

Suppose we were all to try his way in this hour of 
the world’s darkness! Notice, our Lord did not 
address the Penitent Thief at all until the man spoke 
to him. Not even his open confession of guilt was 
enough. “We receive the due reward of our deeds.” 
That is where so much of to-day’s preaching seems 
to me to be failing us. There never was so much 
confession of wrongdoing against our fellow men. 
Everybody seems anxious to wear a white sheet these 
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days. There are those who say that we should 
repudiate the war guilt clause in the Treaty of 
Versailles. Even if that were the way back to peace 
•—which some of us still think the facts do not admit 
—it would be altogether beside the point. Nothing 
happened when that robber admitted publicly his 
guilt against his fellow men. Nothing happened 
until he turned to that central cross and addressed 
Him who alone could save. And then, as Tholuck 
asks, “Did ever the new birth take place in so 
strange a cradle?” Not until we cease looking at 
one another and turn to him can salvation come. 
Not until we give over this fashionable parade of 
self-depreciation before our fellow men and neigh¬ 
bor nations, and cry, “Against thee, thee only, have I 
sinned.” Not until we think less of the crimes 
against humanity, and more about the sins against 
Almighty God. 

2 . We are assured, in the second place, of the 
readiness of the Divine response to the cry of faith. 
God is “always more ready to hear than we to pray.” 
The religious aspiration may not be easy for some of 
us. Acute pain and suffering may for us also make 
such prayer more difficult. How long, think you, 
was it since that robber had breathed a prayer? Can 
we not at least, with him, say, “Jesus, remember 
me”? Do so. Go away back to some sufferer 
to-night and bid him do so. And see if it be not 
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with him who thus prays as it was with this robber, 
according to the beautiful old legend—the shadow 
of Christ’s cross fell forthwith upon the cross of the 
penitent, sheltering him from the burning heat of the 
sun. The central cross makes every other cross bear¬ 
able. “Every cross grows light beneath the shadow, 
Lord, of thine.” The cry of bitter anguish, “I am 
crucified,” becomes then “I am crucified with Christ.” 

3. We note, in the third place, that the thief did 
not ask to be taken down from his high place of 
suffering. What he asked was, “When this darkness 
is over, and we emerge into the light, Jesus, let me 
come out of this experience with you.” The answer 
of Jesus was that they two would never more be 
separated. Sinner and Saviour had met in a uniting 
valley of suffering, and they would come out of it 
together. They would go down into the deep dark¬ 
ness of death together, and together emerge into the 
perpetual light of paradise. 

That teaches us what we ought to pray for upon 
our cross of suffering and loss, that we may not lose 
touch with Him. Thus that gallant soldier, Sir 
Jacob Astley, before the Battle of Edgehill, in 1642, 
prayed: “O Lord, thou knowest how busy I must be 
this day. If I forget thee, do not thou forget me.” 
“Jesus, remember me.” To such a prayer of simple 
and confiding resignation our Lord at once proclaims 
the gospel of forgiveness and immortality. “To-day 
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ehalt thou be with me in paradise.” The robber knew 
that he had but a few hours to exist, and his brief 
petition breathes a serene confidence in a future life. 
He must have read his warrant for that in the calm 
face of Jesus. If we do not lose touch with him, 
nothing else matters. “To-day shalt thou be with 
me.” Such was all the heaven the dying man 
sought. Such was all the assurance for the future 
that he required. 

Views about the future state and the hereafter tend 
to change from age to age. “With me,” said our 
Lord when speaking of the future state for his friends 
in John 17. “With me,” he repeats here to the 
dying thief. The promise implies the continuance of 
consciousness after death. We need ask nothing 
more, saying with Richard Baxter: 

“My knowledge of that life is small. 

The eye of faith is dim; 

But ’tis enough that Christ knows all. 

And I shall be with him.” 

4. The fourth thing that we learn from this 
Second Word is set forth in the saying of an old 
divine. It is that one was saved upon the cross that 
no man might despair, and only one, that no man 
might presume. There are such things as deathbed 
repentances. There are eleventh-hour repentances. 
It has been true that 
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“Betwixt the saddle and the ground 
I mercy sought, and mercy found.” 

But a deathbed repentance and an eleventh-hour sal¬ 
vation are very rare. I cannot recall one. I have 
seen many believers die in peace. But I have wit¬ 
nessed the horror of a sinner upon his deathbed, 
within a few hours of the end, in an agony of fear 
because, like Esau, “he found no place of repentance, 
though he sought it carefully with tears.” I have 
seen a wife deliberately restrain her husband from 
confessing to his minister, because she feared what 
he might reveal. The hour of death has in itself no 
power to awaken a sense of guilt and lead to salva¬ 
tion. You remember your Shakespeare— 

“Try what repentance can; what can it not? 

And yet what can it, when one cannot repent! ” 

Pain may harden the heart, no less than ease. Dying 
in the very presence of Christ one of those poor 
wretches could do nothing but blaspheme. 

And he who at the eleventh hour was saved had 
what you and I cannot have. He had the very face 
of Jesus for his last sight in life, and the voice of 
Jesus for the last thing he heard. The very set of 
his cross brought him in touch with the Saviour. 

Pray for those whom you love, and for yourself, 
that you may be delivered from the hardening power 
of sin. Pray that, whatever may befall you, you 
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may never become unable to say, “Jesus, remember 
me.” That you may hear him say, when all other 
voices fail to reach your passing soul, “To-day shalt 
thou be with me in paradise.” 


THIRD WORD 


THIRD WORD 


“Woman, behold thy son! . . . Behold thy mother!” 

—John ig. 2(5, 27 

As in life, so in death, our Lord executed the triple 
offices of a Prophet, of a Priest, and of a King. The 
First Word on the cross was a priestly prayer of 
intercession: “Father, forgive them5 for they know 
not what they do.” The Second Word was the royal 
promise of a King: “To-day shalt thou be with me.” 
In this Third Word our Lord speaks as the great 
Prophet of humanity. “When Jesus therefore saw 
his mother, and the disciple standing by whom he 
loved, he saith unto his mother, Woman, behold thy 
son! Then saith he to the disciple, Behold thy 
mother! And from that hour that disciple took her 
unto his own home.” 

Religion cannot be divorced from human life and 
its~Comflion needs; PenTDidon sees m this moving 
Incident an ecclesiastical significance. The Beloved 
Disciple stands to him for the church, the friends of 
Christ. In saying what he did our Lord creates in 
her a divine maternity and commends the entire 
church to her compassion. And all those who love 
our Lord, like Saint John, receive Mary as their 
mother. 
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Rather do we marvel at the absence of any ecclesi- 
asticism. There is no severing of the bonds of home 
and humanity. In the very act of the Great Offer¬ 
ing Jesus remembers home ties. In the very act of 
redeeming the world he thinks about providing a 
home for his aging mother. “The words which have 
thrilled the hearts and mended the lives of myriads 
were spoken casually as he walked with a few friends. 
Rarely did he even gather a crowd. . . . The 

same characteristic appears here. He speaks as if 
he were not an object of contemplation} there is an 
entire absence of self-consciousness, of ostentatious 
suggestion that he is now making atonement for the 
sins of the world. He speaks to his mother and cares 
for her as he might have done had they been in the 
home at Nazareth together.” 

It is -the most, perfect., earth 1 y. xelationship-in-the 
world—mother and son: selfless, passionless, and yet 
fuirdflnfiriiteTendernesTahd expahsibnToFheart for 
both. At the cross Jesus creafedTHe bond where it 
dicTnot exist by nature, as he only could do. I am 
quite sure that John would have looked after Mary 
without being told to do so. Was there no deeper 
reason for this word of mutual commendation? ^Bqth 
Mary and John had missed something in lif e. Mary 
had her Son, and yet she did not have him to her¬ 
self. She lost him, not for three days, but for good, 
at the age of twelve, and had to ponder in her own 
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incommunicable thoughts why she should have to 
lose him in order that he might become utterly the 
whole world’s. “Wist ye not?” he had said to her. 
And she had to try to think it out alone with her¬ 
self. Hers and yet not hers. 

Or, again, when Jesus was beginning his public 
ministry with the showing forth of his glory in the 
first of his miracles at Cana of Galilee, she surely had 
a right to feel that his own mother would come in 
for some share of her wonderful Son’s public recog¬ 
nition. But no. And although the words by no 
means convey the brusqueness which they seem to 
have in our English translation, yet Mary must have 
felt that there was some impassable barrier now be¬ 
tween them—he, dedicate to God and man, she, his 
mother, shut out now from so many of the dear 
familiarities and intimacies that are ever a mother’s 
reward for all that she has suffered in body and mind 
in bringing a man-child into the world and rearing 
him to manhood. “Woman, what have I to do with 
thee? Mine hour is not yet come.” Back she had 
to slip into the shadows, with the servants. 

Or, again, when later on our Lord was surrounded 
by the thronging multitude whom he was teaching 
and healing, and to whom he was expounding the 
reign of God, once again Mary attempted to try a 
mother’s passport. “They say unto him, Behold, thy 
mother seeks for thee.” Surely, he cannot refuse 
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that plea. “And he answereth them, and saith, Who 
is my mother?” Who is his mother? Oh, outrage! 

And you will recall other occasions upon which 
Mary was made to feel as if she did not belong, and 
had no more right to him than any other woman 
unsaluted of the angel Gabriel. So much it cost in 
wounded hearts to redeem and save the world. 

But God’s clock always strikes at last for those 
who have faith and patience to abide his coming. 
Through all those years Mary did not have and 
enjoy that sense of possession which means every¬ 
thing to a mother. And the Beloved Disciple on his 
part had missed something. His own mother, 
Salome, was a clever, ambitious woman, with “de¬ 
signs” for her children. She was one of those hard 
women who push and strive and climb: “Grant that 
these my two sons may sit, the one on thy right hand, 
and the other on thy left, in thy kingdom.” Every¬ 
thing must give way to place-seeking and career¬ 
pushing. My two sons. Not, you notice, “James 
and John,” but “my two sons.” It was the same 
ambitious, scheming mother who had never failed to 
inquire when her boys came home from school what 
place they had in their class that day, but who did not 
slip into their room to tuck them in at night. And 
John with his tender heart had sighed for something 
more. And now, long after either Mary on her part, 
or the Beloved Disciple on his, expected it possible 
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to enjoy what they had so long missed, Jesus brings 
them together. “Mine hour is not yet come.” Now 
it had come at last, the immortal, the fragrant, the 
perfect, the redeeming hour. And in that hour these 
uniting words are spoken of a true marriage of souls: 
“Woman, behold thy son! . . . Behold thy 

mother! And from that hour that disciple took her 
unto his own home.” 

Notice the progressive stages of our Lord’s min¬ 
istry of love. First, he prays for his enemies, inter¬ 
ceding for them before God. Next, he speaks to a 
friend who had been an enemy, in the Penitent 
Thief. Now he blesses, comforts, and enriches his 
dear ones. He was true man in death. A dying man 
can think of public affairs and the outside world. 
Then death comes a little nearer, and “the energies 
of thought are taxed to the full by the last farewells 
and the messages of love to those who have been 
nearest and best beloved.” Then the dying man can 
but think of himself alone—“my spirit.” Our Lord 
was one with us in each sensation of death. He has 
been there before us. He will not leave us nor for¬ 
sake us. He will be our Guide even unto death. 

True Man! But notice also yet another inci¬ 
dental witness to the divinity of our Lord. A man 
may keep up a pose for a while, but his unguarded 
moments are his undoing. His asides are apt to 
give him away. It is not so much by his set declara- 
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tions that we are convinced of the divinity of our 
Lord: it is always coming out so strikingly in little, 
unexpected ways. When a man is dying, he is off 
his guard. Then the natural, inevitable word comes 
to his lips. The real man stands unmasked. Once 
again Jesus is always “himself.” Quite calmly and 
confidently he promised paradise to his fellow 
sufferer. So now he does not call Mary “mother.” 
There is the same detachment as at Cana. But when 
he addresses God in every case, and most notably at 
the very end, he calls him “Father.” Wonderful 
evidence this that he who hung upon the cross was 
more than man. 

“From that hour that disciple took her unto his 
own home.” The Beloved Disciple seems to have 
received his great bequest in silence. The wonder 
of it was too sublime for words. The best and only 
reply consisted in deeds. It was a sacred charge, to 
take the place of Jesus in someone else’s life, and that 
someone his mother. John seems to have conveyed 
her tenderly away from that scene of horror at once, 
that she might not witness the final desolation, the 
cry, the piercing with the spear, the actual giving up 
of the ghost. The disciple’s instant obedience meant 
that he and she were spared the darkness and the 
Lord’s cry of desolation, for on these two features 
the fourth Gospel is silent. 

And sometimes still it is given to an obedient 
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disciple to jake the very place of C hrist j;o a. wounded 
anjj i?roken~iouI 7 ~ iTislH e^hTghest privilege life can 
afford, to be the bearer of the very comfort~of God 
to some soul in an hour of gr ief. And for his 
reward John was bidden call her “mother” who had 
been the mother of his Lord. He found “great 
recompense of reward.” 

“Behold thy mother!” Alfred Ainger, whose 
mother died when he was an infant of two, wrote in 
his notebook at the age of twenty-six, “If any excuse 
will be allowed to a man at the great Day of Judg¬ 
ment, will it not be to him who can say, ‘Lord, I 
never knew my mother’?” With his latest breath 
our Lord blessed and honored motherhood. That 
should make every mother and every mother’s son 
be still and think. There are some of us who can 
say with the psalmist, “O Lord, truly I am thy 
servant}” but, like him, we hasten to add, “and the 
son of thine handmaid.” Therein do we find our 
surest title to the divine remembrance and mercy. 
Let us thank God if we can take to our own home or 
to some imperishable chamber of memory to-night 
one who was given to us by God. And if that boon 
has been denied us, well, the cross mends all. For 
it was there that the Beloved Disciple found a 
mother in the compassion and tender thought of 
Christ. 

And he said unto his mother, in the hour of her 
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sore wounding by the sword which Simeon had fore¬ 
told when in the hour of radiant motherhood Mary 
had brought her firstborn for the first time to the 
house of God, “Woman, behold thy son!” Was it 
possible that any could take the place in her thoughts 
and affections of the Perfect Son? She was losing 
him just as he was coming into his own. Only three 
brief years of public life and service. And now this 
—a cruel and violent death. What could it mean? 
What could life have now to offer? Had the angel 
been a deceiver, and God’s word a lie, and all the 
wonders of his childhood a dream? 

There is only one explanation, one solace. The 
mother who stood at the foot of the cross is the 
pattern of all mothers who have made the great 
sacrifice. The ghastly mystery is incomprehensible 
unless one stands where Mary stood. “Behold thy 
son!” This to her who had no eyes save for one 
dear face in all the universe. But she lived to under¬ 
stand it all. “And when they were come in, they 
went up into the upper chamber, where they were 
abiding: both Peter and John and James and Andrew, 
Philip and Thomas, Bartholomew and Matthew, 
James the son of Alphaeus, and Simon the Zealot, 
and Judas the brother of James. These all with one 
accord continued steadfastly in prayer, with the 
women, and Mary the mother of Jesus.” Her 
family has grown since we left her at the cross. She 






THIRD WORD 


57 

has seen of the travail and sore anguish of her soul, 
and is satisfied. Satisfied that somehow this could 
never have been without that. Satisfied in bringing 
many sons to glory through surrendering One. 
Through her sacrifice Mary became entitled—she 
had His word from the cross for it—to see in every 
redeemed and serving soul the fruit of her devotion 
and obedience. Every time she saw another fresh 
young face, another Great-heart for the Kingdom, 
another evidence that her sacrifice had not been in 
vain, she heard again that Word, “Woman, behold 
thy son!” 


FOURTH WORD 


FOURTH WORD 


“My God, my God, why hast thou forsaken me?” 

—Matthew 27. '46 

The Fourth Word from the cross is startling— 
appalling. It gathers up a sorrow which is infinite 
and amazement of soul which affrights. It seems to 
make all speech about it an impiety. We feel that 
the only approach is that of awed and reverent 
silence. 

It has affected everyone who has heard it in this 
way. I know one devout and thinking man who 
simply cannot allow himself to believe that these 
terrible words ever came from the well-beloved Son 
of the Infinite Father’s love. He will have it that 
in the darkness which prevailed the bystanders mis¬ 
took the cross from which this cry came 5 and that 
it was the Penitent Thief who, seeing Jesus die, the 
Lord who had just promised him entry to paradise, 
exclaimed in the bitterness of dismay, “My God, 
why hast thou forsaken me?” And at the other 
extreme of thought, I am not surprised that the radi¬ 
cal and ruthless critic, Schmiedel, should pass this as 
one of the few “absolutely credible passages” in the 
Gospels, because it was too daring for human imagi¬ 
nation to have conceived, that for our sakes Jesus 
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Christ should actually pass out of communion with 
his Father in heaven. This word from the cross is 
the supreme instance of the comforting honesty and 
utter frankness of the Bible. So Elizabeth Barrett 
Browning: 

“Yea, once Immanuel’s orphaned cry his universe hath 
shaken— 

It went up single, echoless, ‘My God, I am forsaken!’ 

It went up from the Holy’s lips amid his lost creation, 

That, of the lost, no son should use those words of 
desolation! ” 

A long space of time intervenes between the Third 
and Fourth Words. “From the sixth hour there was 
darkness over all the land until the ninth hour.” 
The first three Words were spoken before the dark¬ 
ness, a word of forgiveness, a word of promise, a 
word of consolation. The first three had all to do 
with his fellow men: the last four all with himself 
and God. Now the mysterious separation of soul 
from body is approaching: foes and friends and dear 
ones even have gone beyond the power of the failing 
spirit to remember, and the Sufferer is alone with 
God. We have come to the final stage of the Pas¬ 
sion. In all the universe there is but God and him¬ 
self. These are hours of silence and darkness and 
suffering such as “we may not know, we cannot tell.” 
Suddenly out of the darkness there stabs the silence 
a great and bitter cry, so terrible, so unforgettable, 
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that even those who did not understand the dialect 
remembered the strange tones: “Eli, Eli , lama 
sabachthani?” They recorded it so, a rough render¬ 
ing of the Hebrew, because they could never get the 
sound of those tones out of their ears all their days. 

We are indeed upon holy ground here. This 
word, unlike those immediately preceding it, was 
addressed to God, not men; and we can never expect 
to understand all that that cry meant. But something 
we can understand. This is the crucifixion in the 
Crucifixion. This is the torment of the soul, com¬ 
pared to which the torture of the body was as noth¬ 
ing. Terrible as the physical sufferings on the cross 
must have been, we obscure the significance of that 
cross if we permit ourselves to dwell too much on 
these. That is why we fix our gaze on the cross, not 
on the crucifix. It is amazing how much a human 
being can endure in the way of physical distress when 
he is persuaded that his toil is directed to a worthy 
goal. It is amazing how much bodily pain a mortal 
can endure so long as he knows in his own heart and 
conscience that he is in no way responsible for what 
he is suffering, knows that he has done nothing to 
bring about this pain. It is anguish of the mind that 
makes desolate and hopeless the soul. 

There is no need to make an undue mystery out 
of this cry of agony. This is the most awful result 
of sin, that in the end it triumphs so terribly that it 
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seems even to have made an end of God. And re¬ 
member that, in that terrible word of the apostle, 
our Lord was made sin for us, who knew no sin. 
Think of the many to-day who tell you that God 
has gone from them. Belief has left them. “Going 
to church? You’re joking!” exclaimed in astonish¬ 
ment a member of a country-house party to a fellow 
guest who had announced his intention of worshiping 
on the Lord’s Day morning. There is no One to 
meet there. Exactly! What’s the use of going to 
church if it isn’t your Father’s house? This is the 
final triumph of sin. “When it is finished,” it brings 
about this. “The good that I would I do not, and 
the evil that I would not, that I do.” Jekyll is help¬ 
less in the hands of Hyde. All your efforts after 
goodness are undone. It runs out from the par¬ 
ticular into the general, from the personal to the uni¬ 
versal. The League of Nations threatens to crumple 
up like an addled egg in the hairy paw of Mars, and 
the laughter of devils echoes round the world. 
Thought he could make himself secure, did he? 
Poor little man! We were blind to the havoc sin 
was causing in our own life and in the life of the 
nations. There was a gradual shedding of the old 
restraints in religion and morals. There was loss of 
fine feeling, and the sense of responsibility, loss of 
honesty and brotherliness. These things did not 
move us as they should have done. Now, there 
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comes the last stage when men seem to have lost 
even their faith in any God at all. No church, no 
religion, no God. We may have yet to go through 
such unutterable depths before resurrection can 
come. Thank God to-day that He who was made 
sin for us didn’t play at redemption, but tasted the 
whole terrible business so thoroughly that he reached 
that depth where sin can plunge us, when we even 
wonder whether there is a God at all who sees or 
cares, and when our very prayer becomes a kind of 
confession of agnosticism. That the whole concep¬ 
tion of religion is a lie and a delusion; that might is 
right; that it is infinitely more credible that there is 
a devil than that there ever was a God; when the 
bottom is completely knocked out of the whole busi¬ 
ness, and faith is a pretty but futile myth, not much 
use after we have left our teens—you can’t get any 
further or any lower than that. He got that length. 
In the catastrophic experience of the prodigal son he 
got out of touch with his Father. But he could 
always say, “I will arise and go to my Father.” 
This is more horrible—when there is no Father to 
whom he can arise and go. If we make our bed in 
hell, he has been there. The writer of the Epistle to 
the Hebrews picked his words with deliberation when 
he said that One like that was able to save to the 
uttermost. Pmteles is a compound word in the 
Greek, bringing everything within its sweep. ALL 
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AND END. You can’t imagine any human experi¬ 
ence squeezing through the meshes of that net. And 
if you and I live to see it, and when and if the worst 
comes to the worst, and sin works out its utter catas¬ 
trophic destruction 5 when the church is condemned 
as a useless anachronism; when men say it is time to 
tear off masks and show that religion can do nothing 
for the world, that faith is a delusion, that the whole 
conception of God is a lie, and that the devil always 
has and always will take the hindmost—there, amid 
the ruins of the universe, men will find the CROSS 
at the heart of it all, and the Man Christ Jesus able 
to save and help them, and able to restore all things 
according to his mighty power. For all this, and 
more if we can imagine more, is summed up in the 
experience voiced in that shattering cry: “My God, 
my God, why hast thou forsaken me?” “And for 
this reason,” says the sacred writer, addressing every 
nation and every man and woman who have made 
their bed in hell, and are lying there this night, 
although the number and address may be in the 
directory, “he has power to continue saving, wholly 
and perfectly, those who, by his mediation, are 
through all time drawing near to God, because he is 
forever living—living to intercede for them.” (See 
Hebrews 7. 25.) 

And now that we have assured ourselves afresh 
that we really have a Gospel for an Age of Doubt, a 
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Gospel for a Time of Transition, a Gospel for a 
desperate World, a Gospel for a sinful Soul, let us 
draw near this wondrous cross, remembering always 
that there is darkness over it which our finite senses 
can never hope to pierce. And yet we can under¬ 
stand something of the mystery. 

In order to understand the mystery of this awful 
word you must bear in mind what our Saviour had 
said the previous night to his disciples when he was 
seated with them at the Last Supper. There he was 
conscious that his dark hour was approaching. When 
it came, it did not take him by surprise. He told 
them quietly that he was well aware that he would 
have to face this dread experience alone, for they 
would fail him. “The hour cometh,” he said, “yea, 
the hour is come, when ye shall be scattered and 
leave me alone; yet I am not alone, for the Father is 
with me.” “/ am not alone, for the Father is with 
me.” That was only a few short hours ago. It was 
in that confidence he was strong. It was with that 
assurance that he faced the cross. And now! “Why 
hast thou forsaken me?” For our Lord had experi¬ 
enced in all its bitterness what it was to be forsaken 
—“lover and friend hast thou put far from me,” 
but never yet had he sounded depths like this. 
“Why hast thou?” Tu quoque? “It was not an 
enemy that did this, else I could have borne itj but 
it was thou.” Thou hast forsaken me. 
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“This was the most unkindest cut of all; 

. . . Then burst his mighty heart . . . 

Then I, and you, and all of us fell down.” 

Forsaken by the fickle populace, it mattered not, for 
he had still his Father. Forsaken by the twelve 
picked comrades, he was not alone, for the Father 
still was with him. But now the hand that had held 
and upheld him all along was withdrawn just when 
his need was greatest. Can you not sense, however 
dimly, the desolation, the utter desolation of his 
soul? 

We know that in that awful moment Jesus was not 
really forsaken! that he was never nearer and dearer 
to the heart of his Father and to all the generations 
of the good and the great than in that moment. We 
know that even before death came to him assurance 
came also, so that later his words were words of quiet 
trust and confident victory. But he did taste the 
bitterness of death and the sinfulness of sin for every 
man, so that none could ever get beyond his under¬ 
standing and his power to save. 

We want to hear from the lips of Him we follow 
that confident, “Verily, verily, I say unto you.” But 
sometimes we want to hear Him say what we are so 
often driven to say, “My God, why?” How often 
you have asked it! How often I have asked it! 
Beside a sick-bed, at a graveside, in brooding over 
something denied or taken away—something that 
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seemed so good and true and worthy, so honoring to 
the Father, so utterly right and surely pleasing in his 
sight. Why has God done this, permitted that? 
Why has he suffered this to fall on me? Is he not 
made in all points like unto his brethren who says 
“Why?” 

Once again to-day, as perhaps never since that day 
on Calvary, has God suddenly seemed to have van¬ 
ished from his world. Our best-laid schemes seem 
doomed to cruel and mocking thwarting. Our purest 
intentions go awry. From 1914 onward, out of the 
darkness and the suffering and the sorrow this cry 
has been wrung, not from one tortured and crucified 
life, but from millions: “My God, why?” It is 
always painful when the creature has to say “Why?” 
to the Creator. The entire book of Job is such a cry. 
It seems so blasphemous. It seems so hard on man 
and so unworthy of God. “But, indeed, it is into 
the most earnest and delicate souls that this despair is 
likeliest to slip. The ignorant, the frivolous, and the 
time-serving are safe from it, for they are well 
enough satisfied with things as they are. Callous 
minds learn to be content without explanations. . . . 
All the millions of Whys which have risen from 
agonized souls, jealous for the honor of God but 
perplexed by his providence, were concentrated in 
the Why of Christ.” 

How near he is to us! Can we get close to him? 


7 0 TESTAMENT OF LOVE 

He still says, “My God.” He makes one almost 
despairing leap in the dark and finds at the last that 
he is clasping and is clasped in the arms of the 
Father. There was desolation, but not despair. At 
the very darkest God was still his God. “Lord,” so 
spoke a great Englishman as he knelt on the scaffold, 
“Lord, I am coming as fast as I can. I know I must 
pass through the shadow of death before I can come 
to see thee. But it is but umbra mortis, a mere 
shadow of death, a little darkness upon nature. But 
thou, through thy merits and Passion, hast broken 
through the gates of death.” 

There may be darkness over all the land about 
the space of three hours. But it breaks in everlast¬ 
ing light for those who take their stand beneath the 
cross of Jesus. 

“Through all depths of sin and loss 
Sinks the plummet of his cross. 

Never yet abyss was found 
Deeper than that cross could sound.” 
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“I thirst .”—John ig. 28 

The pangs of thirst, it is generally admitted, are 
among the most terrible sufferings that man can 
know. To such a pitch of awfulness can they attain 
that they swamp every other feeling. Sailors cast¬ 
away have been driven to drink the salt sea-water, 
although they knew that that way lay madness and 
the most horrible end. I have known soldiers lying 
wounded in No Man’s Land, under the blaze of the 
sun, driven in their desperation to drink the fluid 
from their own tortured bodies. Probably few of us, 
save in some hour of a passing fever, have known 
what it was, over and above every agony of mind 
and body, to experience the pangs of thirst. They 
are more awful than those of hunger. For with 
hunger there comes a certain faintness, a numbing 
of the vital powers, but thirst will not allow its vic¬ 
tim one moment of insensibility. 

“I thirst.” The Son of God is athirst! He con¬ 
fesses it aloud in agony. “And straightway one of 
them ran, and took a sponge, and filled it with 
vinegar, and put it on a reed, and gave him to drink.” 
It must have been a relief even to a hardened execu- 
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tioner to be able at last to give rein to the dictates of 
compassion. The bystanders had just heard the most 
awful cry that has ever broken from the lips of tor¬ 
tured humanity, and they could do nothing. That 
was the cry of the human soul in the darkness of 
separation from its God: this cry betokens the 
reaction of the human body in its weakness. The 
darkness of mind is now passing away, the awful 
horror of sin has swept through and devastated the 
Saviour’s soul; and as at the temptation at the out¬ 
set of his public ministry, after the crisis was past, 
Jesus suffered hunger, so now at the end of it all he 
suffers thirst. Strange are the ways of Providence! 
As once by the well of Sychar it was given to a loose 
woman to quench his thirst, so now, at the well of 
the world’s salvation, a rough soldier ministers to his 
need. First a Samaritan, and now a Roman. He 
belonged to the whole world. 

“I thirst.” And to think that some of his loftiest 
claims had been made in the figure of this cry! 
“Whosoever drinketh of the water that I shall give 
him shall never thirst.” It is this same Jesus who 
proclaimed his power to satisfy the deepest thirst of 
men who cries upon the cross, “I thirst.” Or, again, 
we think of that other hour, when he went up to 
Jerusalem to keep the feast. And on the last great 
day of the feast he stood and cried, “If any man 
thirst, let him come unto me and drink.” In the 
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one case you have our Lord’s conscious power to 
satisfy the deepest longings of the soul. In the 
other you have his sharing to the uttermost in all 
that humanity can ever be called upon to endure. 
And it is that great contrast running through all the 
Gospels that is the wonder of the Christ who was the 
Son of God and the Jesus who was yet the Son of 
man. 

Notice that two different draughts were offered to 
our Lord upon the cross. One was the cup of wine 
drugged with bitter herbs of a narcotic tendency 
which was given in mercy to condemned malefactors, 
to deaden their faculties and render them somewhat 
oblivious of their awful fate and terrible sufferings. 
This soporific our Lord definitely refused to take. 
“When he had tasted it, he would not drink.” He 
must not encounter the Last Enemy of man whom 
he had come to redeem with blunted will power or 
senses stupefied. It was to this high resolve to keep 
his faculties unclouded that we owe the Seven Last 
Words. His true disciple was a professor in one of 
our northern universities, who refused to allow his 
physical suffering to be relieved with morphia, in 
order that with undulled senses he might finish the 
dictating of his book which was the creed that had 
become his by right of conquest, to which he gave 
the fine title of A Faith that Inquires. His last 
words were an ascription of praise and thanksgiving 
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to Almighty God. Such was one disciple of Him 
who upon the cross refused to shirk the issue with 
pain that he might be the Captain of all who suffer 
in a righteous cause. Another, in a humbler walk 
of life, was also a man whom I knew, the caretaker 
of a church building, who, when they were endeavor¬ 
ing to administer spirits during a sudden and severe 
heart attack which was to prove fatal, rallied suffi¬ 
ciently to forbid them with the exclamation, “Na, 
na! I’ll no’ gang to my Maker wi’ the smell o’ 
drink on ma lips.” 

The other draught which they offered to the 
Sufferer on the cross when they heard him moan, “I 
thirst,” was undrugged wine, the sour beverage 
which was the Roman soldier’s daily ration. “One 
of them ran”—with his own bottle, and because now 
that the cross was set up it was difficult to reach the 
Sufferer’s lips, did pretty much what Mary did, 
seizing the sponge that they had to wipe away the 
sweat after the exertion of raising the crosses, 
emptied his bottle over it, and pressed it to the 
parched lips of Jesus. This drink our Lord grate¬ 
fully accepted, now that he was free to think about 
his own sufferings, now that the world had been 
redeemed through his once offering of himself 
sacrifice to take away sin. No one had taken his life 
from him while he was dazed and half stupefied: 
He laid it down of himself, with every faculty alive 
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and quick, with every sense engaged. But now our 
Lord, as ever holding the mean between indulgence 
of the flesh and fanatical refusal of the merciful pro¬ 
visions of God, drank what the thoughtful ranker 
offered him. And by his acceptance of the thought¬ 
ful gift of this unknown warrior who ran to succor 
him, he has blessed all those who have brought aid 
and relief to the wounded and the stricken. 

“All fiery pangs on battlefields, 

On fever beds where sick men toss, 

Are in that human cry he yields 
To anguish on the cross.” 

“One of them ran.” Fancy a rough Roman soldier 
running to succor a helpless victim, but lately the 
butt of his and his comrades’ coarse jests. Already 
the work of grace has begun in the unregenerate 
hearts of men. Out of weakness comes strength. 
Out of thirst a deep satisfaction. 

And, as always happens, he who did the good 
deed knew not all he was doing. For by this timely 
act this nameless soldier did something to roll away 
the cloud that had lain upon the soul of Jesus. 
Caught in the agony and toils of suffering and sin, 
he looked up again into the face of the Father whom 
for a while he thought he had lost, and saw there 
deliverance and peace; saw there something so sure 
and strong and steadfast, that to that safe-keeping 
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he could intrust his very soul. “Father, into thy 
hands I commend my spirit.” 

There is something tremendously impressive about 
the simplicity, the anguish, the pathos of*these words 
of helpless dependence, “I thirst.” This brief Fifth 
Word has a poignancy all its own. As once before 
our Lord had forgotten the needs of his own body in 
wrestling with the Tempter for the souls of men, 
and then the inevitable reaction set in, so that we 
read significantly that “afterward he hungered,” so 
now we read how he kept himself in control until 
he had finished his task. “After this, Jesus, knowing 
that all things were now accomplished, . . . 
saith, I thirst.” Not till then did he allow himself 
to think of himself. But now he feels he can relax 
and let himself go, let weary Nature have her way. 
There was no morbid self-torturing, as if that could 
be counted for merit. Only one cry of physical weak¬ 
ness did Jesus utter; but he did utter one. It is the 
undying cry of all humanity whose Representative 
hung upon that cross, and it provides us with the key 
to his Saviourhood. “In all their affliction he was 
afflicted —so he was their Saviour.” And you may 
write books to prove that war is a “great illusion,” 
as, indeed, it is; but almost before the book is re¬ 
viewed the most devastating war in history will have 
broken out. You may found a religious sect on the 
pleasing hypothesis that the whole idea of pain is a 
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delusion, but you will not have much success in 
preaching or in practicing it beyond West-end draw¬ 
ing-rooms. The cross in life is an ugly and painful 
fact, and men would gladly banish it if they could. 
But it stands eternally in our midst, set upon a hill 
so high that none can miss it—the cross of pain and 
suffering, of loss and sorrow and death. The only 
Saviour is the One who can use the great, elemental, 
forthright, honest speech of humanity, “I thirst.” 
A pretense that deceives nobody in the long run and 
the rough run cannot help us. A stoic self-control 
that is dogged and sullen is not going to help either. 
Our Lord was surrounded by those who had wronged 
him, hurt him, and mocked his sufferings. He 
might well have resolved not to let a single groan 
escape his lips, not on any account to show his feel¬ 
ings and let his enemies know how they had suc¬ 
ceeded in hurting him, much less to ask or to accept 
any act of kindness from any of them. “It is some¬ 
times more difficult to ask a favor than to accept one} 
it requires more of the spirit of forgiveness.” 

“Out of the strong came forth sweetness”—but 
only when life had been yielded up. Look through 
the letters which helped you at some parting of the 
ways, or in some great hour of sorrow in your life. 
You did not keep those glib assurances that all was 
for the best} that time would heal} that all things 
work together for good. It is never to those who 
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stand about the cross, to the self-satisfied, or to those 
who have a comfortable and easy-going philosophy 
of life, or who think that there is nothing in human 
experience that needs explanation, that you instinc¬ 
tively turn in any time of need. “Hath he marks 
to lead me to him?” is the question which suffering 
humanity will instinctively ask when the darkness 
falls. Saint Thomas had some grounds for his con¬ 
viction that he would never be quite sure that he had 
got a hold of his Saviour until he had fingered the 
wounds. The old nurse of Ulysses found the final 
proof of her dear master’s identity when she dis¬ 
covered the remembered scar on his leg. And when 
the world is tired of pretending that it has abolished 
pain and transcended weakness, and generally risen 
superior to circumstances, it will find its way back 
to where it can hear the honest, helpful confession, 
“I thirst” 5 and it will recognize its Saviour by that 
one cry. 

O soul, baffled and perplexed by the mystery of 
pain and suffering, hearken to this Fifth Word from 
the cross, for it was spoken for you! 

“Sorrow is hard to bear, and doubt is slow to clear, 

Each sufferer says his say, his scheme of the weal and 
woe: 

But God has a few of us whom he whispers in the ear; 
The rest may reason and welcome.” 

The rest have a theory: we have been given a faith. 
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The others have made a guess: we have been given 
a gospel. “Yea, a crown in very surety.” But not 
of gold as other crowns are fashioned. For the world 
has been known to go off its gold standard, but it 
never fails to salute the crown of thorns. For 
thorns grow in every thicket, and few there be that 
are never torn thereby. I may not be able to see his 
blessed face in the dark, but I can always feel his 
side. 

“I thirst.” How do you get into a strong-walled 
town? You search for a place of weakness in the 
wall—the gate. And there you go into the heart of 
the citadel. The making of the door means the 
weakening of the wall, but there is no other way of 
obtaining access. It was at the spot in the strong 
walls of the Godhead that the Father deliberately 
weakened that men have had access to his heart. 

It is ever thus that the saving help becomes ours. 
In his volume of Recollections the late Lord Morley 
sketched unconsciously the contrast between the 
merely superior man and the sublime man. In one 
crisis he writes in his diary, “Glad to find that I 
keep my head cooler than most.” And in another 
testing hour this is what he writes about Gladstone, 
whom he called to see at Downing Street: “It was a 
Sunday afternoon. There the old fellow was, doing 
what old fellows have done for long ages on a Sun¬ 
day afternoon—reading a big Bible.” Is there a 
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touch of patronage, even of something like scorn 
here? Morley had the most profound respect for 
his great chief. But he had yet to learn that it is to 
the old fellow reading the big Bible that hearts will 
turn and confidence be given—to the man who is 
great enough to know his own weakness and need of 
support, rather than to the other who complacently 
congratulates himself that he can keep his head 
cooler than most. 

There are many whose religion never really com¬ 
forts and strengthens them, because they never pass 
on from the cradle to the cross. There are many 
who say eagerly, “Let us now go even unto Bethle¬ 
hem.” They are enchanted with a religion which 
they can take in their arms and patronize. But what 
do we read about them at Calvary? “They stood 
afar off, beholding that sight.” But there are a few 
who are prompt to run with the sponge. They do 
not wait to see whether Elijah will come to the 
Sufferer’s aid. They run themselves. For he still 
says, “I thirst.” He thirsts for the relief of all his 
suffering ones, his little ones, his tempted ones. He 
thirsts for the salvation of the wide world and the 
evangelization of the peoples. And is not this the 
motive of all our service, that we should have the 
privilege of holding the sponge to his lips j that we 
should help him to see of the travail of his soul and 
be satisfied? 
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“Thou sayest this sad day C I thirst 5 again, 

And I, remembering how, to ease thy pain, 

Some harsh-faced Roman, stained and scarred with war, 
Gave thee his vinegar, 

(And earned a fuller comfort than he gave), 

Go forth to seek for thee at thy behest 
Not only such suave souls as please me best, 

But rough sour souls that thou did’st parch to save! ” 
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“Finished !”—John ig. 30 

The Sixth Word is one single exclamation in the 
original—a shout of victory, not a cry of defeat: 
Tetelestai — Finished! It has been called with per¬ 
fect justice the most momentous word the world has 
ever heard. Often in the course of history and in 
our own lives a single word has had far-reaching 
consequences. Sometimes along the telegraph cable 
a single word is flashed which may mean the ruin of 
a man’s career. Sometimes from a woman’s lips a 
single little word may determine the whole future 
of a man. 

When our Lord went to the house of Jairus and 
raised the little maid, it was with a single word that 
he evicted death from the house of life. Down the 
Christian ages like some sound of solemn music in a 
vast cathedral the Spirit and the Bride are saying, 
“Come.” 

One word has made a life: one word has marred 
a life. One word has shaped the destinies of empires 
and altered the course of history. Mightiest of them 
all this single word from the cross answers the hopes 
and fears of all the years: Finished! “That shout 
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rang back against the current of time to the begin¬ 
ning of man’s transgression and provided the means 
of cancellation of transgression for every penitent 
soul. That shout ran forward to the end of the ages, 
declaring the fact of salvation accomplished for every 
believer. That shout ascended to the throne of God, 
and gladdened the heart of the Father and of the 
angels; that shout descended to the spirits of men in 
prison, and prepared them for the moment approach¬ 
ing when he should lead captivity captive, and give 
gifts unto men.” 

Finished was all that prophecy had foretold. 

“In Him the shadows of the law 
Are all fulfilled, and now withdraw.” 

Finished all that his Father had given him to do. 
Our fathers, the good and godly men of old, loved 
to dwell upon “the finished work of the Redeemer.” 
He was able to say it of sin. The time had come to 
an end of which Daniel had foretold, “to finish trans¬ 
gression, and to make an end of sins, and to make 
reconciliation for iniquity, and to bring in everlast¬ 
ing righteousness, and to seal up vision and prophecy, 
and to anoint the most Holy.” 

The Victor on the cross was able to say it of suffer¬ 
ing. “When Jesus therefore had received the 
vinegar, he said, It is finished: and he bowed his 
head, and gave up his spirit.” All who have ever 
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had excruciating pain to bear will appreciate in some 
measure that connection. When the sick nurse, like 
some ministering angel, stoops down and whispers, 
“It is all over now;” or when she moistens his burn¬ 
ing tongue with the infinite riches of a few drops of 
water, there is a sense of such exquisite relief as no 
words can express. When he had received the cool¬ 
ing vinegar, he spoke this Sixth Word. 

He was able too to say it of separation. One 
thinks of all the obstacles he had had to encounter in 
“bringing many sons to glory.” When the com¬ 
mander of some great liner brings his ship to port, 
he experiences always a sense of relief. But all of 
us can readily realize when that feeling of relief is 
most intense. It is not when he has had an easy and 
care-free voyage under a cloudless sky and through 
summer seas; it is when the weather has been wild 
and the seas fearful and every hour an hour of strain 
upon the bridge. One can think of such a captain 
coming down, exclaiming, “Finished: thank God!” 
And it is when you think of all that our Lord had 
battled with that you begin to appreciate the deep 
emotion of this cry upon the cross. He had been 
tempted in all points like as we are. He had been 
tempted by the Prince of Tempters himself to turn 
aside from duty and to take the low road and the 
easy way. He had been dogged by malice, laid wait 
for by devilish cunning, wooed from the highest by 
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those who loved him best and whom best he loved. 
It was the most perilous voyage that ever captain had 
undertaken. Can’t you hear him say with inexpres¬ 
sible relief, “Finished”? Can’t you see all the souls 
who sail with him and whom he has saved crowding 
round him? 

“O Captain! my Captain! our fearful trip is done, 

The ship has weather’d every rack, the prize we sought is 
won, 

The port is near, the bells I hear, the people all exulting, 
But O heart! heart! heart! 

O the bleeding drops of red, 

Where on the deck my Captain lies 
Fallen cold and dead.” 

It brings our Lord wonderfully close to us to 
think that this great word of triumph was partly the 
sense of relief after physical suffering. It is good 
also to remember that he fortified his own soul in 
this, as in every crisis with the written Word of God, 
and that, in particular, he seems to have been fond 
of the book of Deuteronomy and of the book of 
Psalms in his own private devotion. The weapons 
of his warfare were none other than those that have 
been given to us. Our Lord’s prayers on the cross 
were partly liturgical and partly free, as our private 
and public prayers should be. It is particularly 
helpful to read through the twenty-second psalm, 
remembering verse by verse that our Lord was re- 
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peating it to himself as he hung upon the cross. It 
opens with the cry of dereliction, “My God, my God, 
why hast thou forsaken me?” and goes on through 
verse after verse amazingly and terribly fulfilled 
upon Calvary, changing into glorious assertions of 
faith, and culminating in a great cry of victory which 
is curiously identical with this Sixth Word: “It is 
done!” 

But when we have said that, we at once realize 
with what plenitude of meaning our Lord was able 
to say, “It is finished.” In form the Jewish Bible, 
unlike the Christian, has no climax: it stops; ours 
ends. This is the difference between the earthly 
work of our Saviour and all other lives. “Finished! ” 
No one has ever been able to say that but him. One 
recalls a life so full of dreams and deeds as that of 
Cecil Rhodes, who wrote his name across a continent: 
but when the end came the watchers heard him 
murmur, “So little done: so much to do.” One 
thinks of a worker in another realm, Heine’s cry of 
incompletion, “My book! my book!” Even Saint 
Paul could but say, “I have finished my course ;” 
his work was still to do. All the other sons of men 
could have done more; our Saviour could do no 
more. When he had overcome the sharpness of 
death, he opened the kingdom of heaven to all 
believers. 

Up to then the world had seen many finished 
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things. It had seen art so exquisite that the highest 
ambition of modern craft is to be worthy of it as a 
model. It had known many perfect things, but never 
before and never since has it had a perfect life. More 
striking than anything Jesus said or did is what he 
was. That which he worshiped in the God he trusted 
he himself embodied. Those who lived closest to 
Jesus tell us constantly how he amazed and awed 
them. They were forced, in spite of themselves, to 
feel that God was no greater nor more wonderful, no 
more holy and loving than this Jesus who set him 
forth. “Their superlative tribute to him is that, 
holding his own pure and exalted view of God, they 
felt no incongruity in thinking of him as beside God 
on the throne.” And we are just the same. “The 
crowning tribute is that we have no loftier adjective 
in our vocabulary than ‘Christlike.’ ” To say that 
is to say more than is contained in the adjective 
“Godlike.” This is the wonderful assurance that we 
have that religion is not something “up in the air” 
for us. The Word was made flesh. It was a perilous 
venture. But instead of being weakened thereby for 
us humans, it was immeasurably and triumphantly 
strengthened. You can’t put too great a weight on 
this man Jesus. Even God the Father himself is 
stronger and better understood and better loved 
because Jesus was his representative on earth. Have 
you grasped that truth in all its wonder? Take the 
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most godly character you know—he is but a poor 
representative of God. He doesn’t do God much 
credit. Then think of Jesus of Nazareth. Not only 
is he a perfect representative of God Almighty; God 
is actually the richer and immeasurably the gainer 
from Jesus having lived on earth. 

People are found to-day who dishonor our Lord 
by refusing to give and accord him his divine right. 
You never find that attitude among the New-Testa- 
ment writers and those who lived nearest to him in 
time and spirit. If there is any question of dishonor¬ 
ing, it is God the Father who seems to suffer in this 
respect. Saint Paul calls him “the God and Father 
of our Lord Jesus Christ.” He feels that is the 
biggest compliment he can pay, the truest, sublimest, 
highest thing he can say about God. Often when 
introducing a man you may say, “He’s the son of 
So-and-so,” thereby increasing his interest and his 
consideration to a cordial welcome. Very rarely is 
this inverted, and the inversion is always striking. 
Yet this was precisely what Saint Paul did with 
regard to God. He felt that he would commend 
God to his hearers, and, so to speak, put in a good 
word for him, if he introduced him as “the Father 
of our Lord Jesus Christ.” Paul was not only a dis¬ 
cerning believer: he had been reared in the inmost 
circles of Jewish monotheistic thought. And the 
Deity whom he worshiped was that Unseen and 
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Loving Response to the big trust of Jesus. “Tiber, 
Father Tiber, to whom the Romans fray.” Paul, so 
to speak, put God on his mettle by thinking always, 
and addressing him always as the God to whom Jesus 
prayed. 

It is things like that that are watermark proofs of 
the divinity of Jesus. Trinitarians or Binitarians 
might have inserted certain verses. But it is not a 
matter of isolated proof texts. The essential divinity 
of our Lord is shot through and through the fabric 
of the New Testament. 

And when you come to the sub-apostolic age, you 
still find the same thing. Tertullian cries passion¬ 
ately: “We say, and before all men we say, and 
torn and bleeding under your tortures we cry out: 
‘We worship God through Christ. Count Christ a 
man, if you please j by him and in him God would 
be known and adored.’ ” 

Usually the legend of a man’s saintliness grows. A 
saint is not fit for canonization until long years after 
his death, when the kindly mists of time have mini¬ 
mized failings and magnified all virtues and graces. 
Only in one case has the opposite process taken place. 
Those who lived closest in time to Jesus, all with one 
accord, friend and opponent alike, said, “Truly this 
was the Son of God.” Unitarianism has been a 
development of the later and more inaccurate cen¬ 
turies. “There is no need to prove that Christ is 
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Godlike to the man who has been overtaken by the 
moving discovery that God is like Christ.” 

When Saint Paul hints how all life may be 
brought to a supreme test, he says, “Do all”—not in 
the name of God—“in the name of the Lord Jesus 
Christ.” It’s easy to talk glibly about God. “Mod¬ 
erate” preaching always falls back on vague gen¬ 
eralities about God. With no qualms of conscience, 
nor any sense of the incongruity of it, a tyrant can 
say time and again during a great war, “God has 
splendidly helped us.” Saint Paul’s test is the acid 
one. Let any man try, if he can, to drop a bomb, or 
sow a mine, or fire a rifle, or burn a village, or 
murder defenseless women and children, “in the 
name of Jesus.” 

Why say all this? Don’t be vague in your reli¬ 
gious thought and in your prayers. Don’t be con¬ 
tent with saying, “In the great hand of God I stand.” 
When Timothy was in a tight place, Paul said to 
him, “Remember Jesus Christ.” And well he might. 
When things seemed to be going against him, and 
the might of his enemies was threatening him with 
destruction, that night there stood by him in his 
prison the Lord Jesus with his well-known form of 
salutation: “Cheer up!” that seven times reiterated 
word in the New Testament, in which our Lord used 
to cheer the sick and diseased, the disciples in a storm, 
and again in a still darker hour. 
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Say, “Master, carest thou not that we perish?” 
Pray to Jesus. Christianity, like the fabled giant, 
Antseus, has always drawn fresh strength for its 
battles from bringing its feet to the ground in the 
Jesus of historic fact. 

And when you do so, remember, for your soul’s 
good cheer, that you seek the aid of Him who uttered 
this word of triumph and fulfillment: “It is fin¬ 
ished.” Say it to yourself, getting the inspiration of 
this single word, “Finished!” Sin, fear, death— 
finished. 

A picture was painted for the Royal Corps of Sig¬ 
nalers, depicting an incident during the Great War 
—a signaler unarmed, lying dead in No Man’s Land, 
sent out to repair a cable snapped by shell-fire, sent 
out to restore the interrupted contact. The picture 
shows him lying dead in the fulfillment of his task, 
holding together in his stiffening hands the broken 
ends, holding them in contact. Beneath the picture 
is the one word “Through!” 

That is what Christ did for us by his death. Sin 
had snapped the contact between God and man. 
The divine current was interrupted. Alone, in No 
Man’s Land, unarmed save with infinite understand¬ 
ing and infinite love Christ brought the broken ends 
together in his death. For this cause had he come 
into the world, to restore the interrupted communion. 
He established contact in his death. Beneath the 
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cross of Calvary we write the one word, “through! ” 
In him contact with God is re-established and made 
sure, and by the answering voice of pardon that meets 
our cry of need, we know that we are “through.” 
Through from the weariness of the fight to the 
infinite resources of heavenly power. Through from 
our sin to righteousness. Through from our failure 
and defeat to victory. Through from time to 
eternity. Through from death to life. Through, 
through our Lord Jesus Christ. To whom be the 
glory now and evermore. Amen. 
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“Father, into thy hands I commend my spirit.” 

—Luke 23. 46 

“The setting sun, and music at the close.” 

We are within sight of Good Friday—one which 
I hope and believe will be different and memorable 
for us all. Good Friday, we call it—not “Black” 
Friday. It was a birthday, not a finish. God was at 
his Son’s earthly end, and in his departing. The 
Last Word on the cross, like the First, Jesus 
addressed to his Father God. The shout of victory 
and triumph, “Finished!” is immediately followed 
by the glad welcoming of rest. This, then, is the end 
of all for all who are united to Christ by a living 
faith—not a leap in the dark, not a plunge into an 
unknown void, but a quiet homegoing. “I go,” said 
one of old, entering a monastery, “I go to a logic 
that fears not the logic of death.” That logic is, “If 
ye, then, being evil, know how to give good gifts 

unto your children, how much more -?” On that 

logic our Lord leaned in the last gasp of breath: 
“Father, into thy hands I commend my spirit.” Not 
to a blind and unknown force, not to a great Per- 
adventure, but to the God and Father of our Lord 
Jesus Christ do we belong, living and dying. “Trust 
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in God,” says Faber, “is the last of all things, and 
the whole of all things.” 

A great Englishman is recorded as having, on his 
deathbed, said to his nephew, “Come near and see 
how a Christian can die.” Let us draw reverently 
near and see how Christ died. This last Word is 
the last word on holy living and holy dying. 

i. Jesus died as he had lived. Most people do. 
“My book, my book!” murmurs Heine, the man-of- 
letters. “Tete d’armee,” says Napoleon. “Boys, 
you may go home; the light is getting bad,” says the 
great Headmaster of an English School. I have 
never found men very different in death from what 
they were in life. We speak truly of “the ruling 
passion strong in death.” 

“Is there anything you want, father?” whispered 
jhis son to a stalwart of the faith, who was on the 
point of passing over; thinking he might like a sip 
of water or to have his pillow smoothed. “Only the 
right of private judgment,” responded the old war¬ 
rior with his last breath. 

On the other hand, when I was commending the 
soul of one of my elders to his Maker, and sought to 
lighten the worthy man’s too humble opinion of him¬ 
self by thanking God for all that he had enabled his 
servant to do in his lifetime, the dying man inter¬ 
rupted my prayer, crying: “Oh, no, no! ‘Simply to 
Thy cross I cling.’ ” 
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Our blessed Lord was likewise no different in the 
hour and the moment of death from what he had 
been all his earthly life. Always conscious of the 
presence and nearness and the love of his Heavenly 
Father throughout life, so he was at the end. 

2. The final word of the dying Saviour was a 
prayer. Not all the words from the cross were 
prayers. At the close of the day, in which we have 
spoken many words about a multitude and variety 
of subjects, before we yield ourselves to Death’s 
twin-brother and counterfeit, Sleep, the last words 
we should say are words of prayer, the most suitable 
frame of mind is surely one of prayer. How do you 
fall asleep—wondering who will win the boat race? 
or what university will be victor in the great foot¬ 
ball match? or whether you will manage to bring off 
that deal next day? Or maybe some darker and 
lawless love claims all your thoughts? How do you 
habitually push off from the shores of consciousness 
into the great waters of sleep? It is a very good 
indication, probably a sure and certain indication, of 
the way in which you will fall into that sounder sleep 
from which there is no awaking till God’s good day. 
If we would die as Jesus died, we cannot too soon 
begin to cultivate habits of prayer. 

“When the soft dews of kindly sleep. 


Be my last thought- 
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3. Again, the last word of the dying Saviour was 
a word of Holy Scripture, taken from the fifth verse 
of the thirty-first psalm. They were the words 
which every pious Jewish mother taught her little 
lad to say in prayer ere going to sleep. That is one 
highly significant fact which we learn from the 
wealth of Jewish scholarship about this psalm. It 
was one of a little group of psalms that were taught 
to the children in the Jewish home. In reverent 
study of the Word of God the Jews had divided it 
with loving thought and care. Certain passages were 
taught in childhood} others were reserved for 
maturer years. And we learn that among these pas¬ 
sages to be taught by every Jewish mother to her 
boy was the psalm from which the words of our text 
primarily came. 

Not, then, in quiet and lonely study did our Lord 
first make acquaintance with the words which were 
to prove his strength and stay in his last hour, the 
staff with which he was to breast the dark waters of 
death. Not in the synagogue, when it was read aloud 
by the minister or ruler of the synagogue, did he 
first hear its music and its message. He heard it first 
from the lips of Mary. It was the earliest teaching 
of his mother. The last words that he spoke before 
he died were the first words he had learned beside 
his mother’s knee. “Woman, behold, thy son! 
Behold, thy mother!” Had his thoughts flown back 
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to sleepy Nazareth again? Did there run through 
his anguish, like a stream of healing, singing its quiet 
tune, memories of childhood and of the gentle 
maiden in whose arms he lay? Happy the mother 
who has so taught and fortified the souls of her chil¬ 
dren, for when the dark and evil hour comes, it is 
her words that come back again, and stay the heart, 
and prove a haven of refuge in that storm. 

I knelt on the battlefield beside a young soldier 
wounded to the point of death. His eyes were 
closed, and the surgeon said he was beyond human 
help and hearing. So for requiem I prayed in words 
which I thought it possible he might have learned 
long ago. 

“This night I lay me down to sleep, 

I pray thee, Lord, my soul to keep. 

And if I die before I wake-” 

and, before I could finish, his eyes opened for one 
moment, and there was a radiance not of earth upon 
his face, as, taking the words out of my mouth, he 
finished triumphantly, 

“I pray thee, Lord, my soul to take,” 

and so went through the dark waters with these 
words learned long ago in a Highland home at his 
mother’s knee. 

Some time afterward I met that mother, and her 
first question was, “Are you sure my laddie’s safe?” 
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I was able to tell her, not only that I had never been 
more sure of anything, but also that, in his hour of 
sore need, when no other word could have reached 
his departing soul, it was the staff she herself had 
given him, upon which he leaned as he breasted the 
river of death. 

The two personal cries of Jesus to God uttered 
from the cross were both petitions already consecrated 
by the devotion of many centuries. It was not 
prayer fashioned in the crisis. That is why in our 
public worship and in our private devotions we must 
not only have extempore prayer voicing the need of 
the moment in such halting words as the leader can 
utter, but always some of those clustered splendors 
of church liturgy, those “golden vials full of odors, 
which are the prayers of saints.” The strength of 
our life will be our stay in death. Our Lord was 
steeped in Scripture. His language was saturated 
with it. With it he met his temptations j with it he 
confuted his enemies. Now, in the supreme hour 
of his own great need it is God’s Word which he 
had hid in his heart that proved a very present help. 
However beautiful our hymns may be, and however 
necessary to our Christian life, there are still times 
when all that is deepest in us craves for the ancient 
music of the Psalms. “Create in me a clean heart, 
O God, and renew a right spirit within me.” “The 
Lord is my shepherd j I shall not want.” “I will 
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lift up mine eyes unto the hills, from whence cometh 
my help.” Deeper than these depths we can never 
go. Higher than these heights we can never fly. 
They have upheld the souls of men in their bitter 
hours, and they upheld the Saviour on the cross. 
Let the word dwell in you richly even as it dwelt in 
the mind and heart of the Saviour, for you never 
know how soon the hour may come when you will 
need it—utterly. It was about his spirit that the 
dying Saviour prayed. We take such pains with our 
bodies, to feed and care for them and maintain them 
in life and vigor. Do we take anything like the same 
pains about our spirits? That is the thing to be 
solicitous about. That is the last charge we com¬ 
mit to God. 

4. Our Lord’s final word from the cross was a 
word of Scripture, a verse from a psalm. But note 
that he added one significant word which is not in the 
psalm, the prefix “Father.” What gave him strength 
and confidence in that hour was all that he had 
learned and practiced of the accumulated piety of 
the race plus the result of his own personal experi¬ 
ence. There are saints who have died in rapture and 
exulting anticipation. They have seen an open 
heaven and the throne. It brings our Saviour very 
near to us that he did not die in such exultant glory. 
He died in the quiet habit he had learned at Naz¬ 
areth. He died just as you and I may hope to do 
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when at sundown the tide “turns again home.” We 
see how our Lord thought of death. It was a crisis, 
a climax even; but not a catastrophe, much less an 
end of everything. He thought always of God as 
“the God of the living.” Jesus could not imagine 
God linking himself with men, becoming the God of 
Abraham, of Isaac, of Jacob, and allowing them to 
become mere handfuls of dust in a Hittite grave. If 
the whole universe was his Father’s house, he was 
simply amazed that Philip and Thomas should have 
one moment’s misgiving about the other rooms. 
“In my Father’s house are many, many rooms. If 
he had not lived in a palace worthy of his state and 
style, I certainly should have broken it to you. Let 
not your heart be troubled, neither let it be per¬ 
turbed.” Sometimes children in a great house are 
left for the most part in the nursery, with occasional 
visits to the state rooms: one day they will be ad¬ 
mitted to these for good. 

That was the quiet confidence of our Lord’s 
going. These words are the last calling as of a weary 
child. “Into thy hands”—Carry me, Father, up¬ 
stairs. 

5. But there was no tired whimper in this request. 
As in the deepest humility of Christ there is always 
a certain spiritual grandeur, so the church has always 
found in this cry the blending of humility with king¬ 
liness. It was not uttered in weakness. “Jesus 
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cried,” says the evangelist, “with a loud voice.” It 
was the last assertion of his royal power in the free 
and full disposal of his spirit. We do not choose 
the season of our death. That is appointed in the 
will of God. When the door is opened into the 
presence of the King by the servant with the somber 
livery, no man hath power to shut it. But the Saviour 
of the world commanded the portal to open to let 
him go through, through to the presence of his 
Father. Our deepest need when passing hence is for 
mercy: but our Lord when dying felt no need of that. 
He prayed for forgiveness for those who had done 
the wrong. He sought no forgiveness for himself, 
for he had done no wrong. Back to the hands of 
God he handed pure and stainless his spirit in a loud 
and ringing voice that spoke of victory. 

The solemn thought comes to us that perhaps this 
evening we have actually been rehearsing our own 
last words, thinking our own last thoughts. Would 
we wish it otherwise? For countless multitudes have 
had these words of their Saviour on their lips as it 
rang to evensong. “They have been the strength 
of the strong and the consolation of the distressed 
from age to age. Columbus and George Herbert, 
the bold man of action and the saintly priest j Luther 
and Bernard, the reformer and the monk} Tasso and 
John Knox, the poet and the controversialist} Basil 
and Catherine of Siena, the theologian and the mystic 
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—each and all found in the prayer, ‘Into thy hands 
I commend my spirit,’ the truest and the most natural 
greeting of the soul as it returns to God, who is its 
home.” The Father’s hands! That was to Jesus 
the synonym for safety, strength, and security. In 
his own last moment of utter need he simply did 
what all his life he had been counseling his friends 
to do. “My Father is greater than all} and no one 
is able to snatch them out of the Father’s hand.” 

So that immortality is not some dim, impersonal 
survival. It is not the merging of my separate being 
into some indistinguishable tide. All I have ever 
been I yet shall be even when the body is lying in the 
grave or is one with the elements of nature from 
which it had its composition while it served as my 
earthly tabernacle. And the very hand that has 
upheld me here is the one that shall hand me out 
yonder when my frail skiff beaches on that beautiful 
shore. It is my Father’s hand, the hand that fed 
me here, the hand that chastised me when I needed 
chastisement, a hand of infinite love and mighty 
strength, a hand that will suffer no evil to befall me 
wherever I may roam in his vast universe as I fare 
forth alone into the great spaces of eternity. 

That is all we know on earth, and all we need to 
know, when at sunset and evening star there comes 
the one clear call to you and me. From this far 
country where we have all been prodigals, all had 


SEVENTH WORD 


hi 


fellowship more or less with swine, all suffered the 
pangs of an unappeasable hunger, we shall arise and 
go to our Father. For I am persuaded—in this per¬ 
suasion I live, and in this persuasion I will die—that 
neither height nor depth, nor life nor death, nor any 
other creature, can separate us from the love of God 
which is in Christ Jesus who spoke these Seven 
Words from the cross. 
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All thoughtful, not to say devout, observers of that 
deed which “shook the earth and veiled the sun” 
must have often felt the inadequacy of the response 
of redeemed humanity. “Love so amazing . . . 
demands”—and gets-? 

The writer of the Epistle to the Hebrews was con¬ 
scious of this leakage (his own word) of power, and 
endeavors to gear the dynamic of the cross to the life 
of every day. He would make the cross not only 
central for his readers, but make the warmth and 
power of it tell to the uttermost fringes of experi¬ 
ence. 

It was a time of unprecedented upheaval both in 
their social and in their spiritual experience. They 
had been violently ejected from the old nest, and 
had not yet learned the comfort of their wings. 
Everything which had been deemed most solid and 
stable now appeared to be reeling and rocking be¬ 
neath them. The ancient word had been fulfilled 
—the mountain of their faith had been cast into the 
midst of the unsettled sea, and they were afraid. 
Everything that could be shaken had been shaken. 
It was at such a time that the writer of the Epistle to 
the Hebrews bade them give thanks that they had 

”5 
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something unshakable in the cross of Christ. “Let 
us render thanks that we get an unshaken realm 
(Hebrews 12. 28 —Moffatt translation). 

We are in a position to sympathize with those early 
Christians in the bewildering sensation of earthquakes 
in divers places, convulsions in nature, and upheavals 
in the soul of man. Not only have we seen many of 
the dear companions of our early days rise from our 
side and go into the unseen 5 not only have we experi¬ 
enced the uprooting and shifting of viewpoint which 
the passage of the years inevitably brings to us all; 
there has been more than that. The general shak¬ 
ing has in our lifetime been unprecedented. We 
have seen the most stable thrones of earthly dominion 
crumble and collapse almost in a night. We have 
seen elaborate systems of government, “broad- 
based upon the people’s will,” carefully built up 
through many years, suddenly disappear like a 
pricked bubble. Every region of earth has in turn 
been shaken. “Restlessness—religious, social, politi¬ 
cal— like a universal fever exhibits itself everywhere 
and has become chronic. The most stable institu¬ 
tions cannot hold their own against the pressure, 
inward and outward, of some unseen dynamite, which 
is rending them asunder and refuses either to be 
eradicated or controlled.” These words were spoken 
by Horatius Bonar in his charge to the General 
Assembly of the Free Church of Scotland nearly half 
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a century ago. But the commotions of his time, com¬ 
pared with those in which we are participating to-day, 
were as the gentle movement of an infant stirring in 
its sleep to the awakened might of a volcano. To-day 
everything is shaken—laws, customs, methods, as 
well as thrones, dominions, and empires. Were we 
to meet our self of twenty years ago in the street, we 
should almost require an introduction. The very 
law of gravitation is the latest to come under sus¬ 
picion and get a bad shake. The universe has, liter¬ 
ally, been caught bending. From the child lisping 
its ABC, to the scientist in his laboratory, things 
are being done differently} and those who used to 
declare that they would “as soon think of flying”— 
fly. 

Yes, the author of the Epistle to the Hebrews 
would say to us, “You Christian folk gathered once 
again beneath the shadow of the cross should be 
giving thanks that you have received an unshaken 
and unshakable realm. After detailing the changes 
of his day, Horatius Bonar went on: “But the cross 
still stands, and with it Jehovah’s eternal purpose of 
grace. On that old cross which the ages have not 
touched we lean for eternity.” 

Remembering how from the height and agony of 
that cross the Sufferer stooped to make arrangements 
for the household comfort of one whom he loved, 
there is no need that our meditation beneath the cross 
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should pass in mere pious remembrance. When 
men gather around the table of remembrance of the 
great among the sons of men, they pledge “the im¬ 
mortal memory,” and, because words fail, they 
pledge it in silence. It is not an immortal memory 
so much as an eternal presence that we here recall, 
and we “give the winds a mighty voice, JESUS 
SAVES.” Our holy day is also a holiday because it 
has brought festival to the soul of man. “He hath 
given me rest by his sorrows, and life by his death.” 
That is why we are here. 

As vessels which have passed through stormy seas 
go into quiet bays from time to time to test and 
adjust their compasses; as weights and measures that 
have lost their sharp, clean edge of accuracy in the 
rough-and-tumble of the world’s market place are 
tested by statutory surveyors from time to time; so 
do we come back to the unshaken cross that we may 
steady our shaken lives once more. 

Matthew Arnold has spoken of the service which 
the classics do for us in affording “points of repair” 
to which we can return when our taste is like to be 
vitiated by a spell of less worthy reading. And noth¬ 
ing in the life of that man of letters is more re¬ 
markable than the way in which the cross proved in 
his experience the great point of repair for him. 
Arnold has become the type of that man of culture 
and man of the world who is self-sufficient—the 
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typical man of culture and charm and kindliness, but 
also one obviously aware of the difference between 
refinement and vulgarity, and patently enjoying his 
own intellectual and moral superiority to the Philis¬ 
tines and Barbarians. He represents the typical man 
of refinement, secure against the accidents of life as 
such may make themselves, in material affluence, in 
intellectual ability, and general savoir-faire. And 
just for this very reason it is striking to find in his 
private notebooks that this man, in whom the world 
seemed for the most part to see only a fastidious and 
slightly supercilious apostle of “culture,” had one 
supreme -point de refere for the adjustment of all 
the values and standards of life, and that it was this 
unshakable cross which the return of Lent bids us 
specially contemplate once again. Arnold’s private 
notebooks are garnished, as we might expect, with 
maxims from the great leaders of thought in the 
literature of the world. But the bulk is not given 
to such as these, but to the Bible; and among the 
quotations from the Bible the most frequent are the 
great central facts. The texts which he sets down 
year after year, or sometimes repeats several times 
in the course of one year, are such as, “Know ye not 
that so many of us as were baptized into Jesus Christ, 
were baptized into his death?” When this elegant 
poseur has escaped from the world’s expectant eye, 
when he would test the plumb by which he would 
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seek to direct the pedagogy and the culture and the 
taste of his day and generation, his supreme j point de 
revere is the straight, high cross. The verse most 
often repeated of any is this: “If any man will come 
after me, let him deny himself, and take up his cross 
daily, and follow me.” This Arnold heads “The 
Secret.” 

His was a faith that inquires, a faith for which he 
had to fight. He was seated next an old friend of 
mine, who told me of the incident, on one occasion 
on the platform in the Agricultural Hall where 
D. L. Moody was preaching. On my friend’s other 
side sat Gladstone, deeply moved, to whom, after 
the great evangelist had finished his address, Mat¬ 
thew Arnold leaned across and said, “I would give 
everything I possess to believe that.” 

A few hours before his sudden death, which took 
place some years later, Arnold worshiped in Sefton 
Park Presbyterian Church, Liverpool, when the last 
hymn they sang was this: 

“When I survey the wondrous cross 
On which the Prince of glory died, 

My richest gain I count but loss, 

And pour contempt on all my pride.” 

When he came home from church, he repeated again 
those lines, and uttered his conviction that this is the 
greatest hymn in our language. “Yes,” he went on, 
“the cross remaineth, and in the straits of the soul 
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makes its ancient appeal.” That very afternoon he 
passed in a twinkling out of the shadows into the 
light eternal. 

Each of us who knows the straits of his own soul 
can interpret the “ancient appeal” in the way which 
best meets his own peculiar need. But in this world 
of shaken things and shaking souls we should indeed 
give thanks for our unshaken realm. I think that 
perhaps it can all be summed up in the one word— 
“reality.” There are times when faith loses its sharp 
edge of certainty; when the worship of Almighty 
God, even to the most godly, has become a conven¬ 
tion, and Bible-reading a routine, and prayer more a 
habit than a necessity; times when we are almost 
afraid to put the truth in words to ourselves, 

“Where is the blessedness I knew, 

When first I saw the Lord!” 

And yet we know that if we were to confess the truth, 
we should have to admit that faith was dragging her 
anchor. 

The whole Passiontide brings us back to utter, 
fearless truth and reality. What is the prayer of the 
Saviour of the world for the leading disciple on the 
eve of Good Friday? “That thy faith fail not!” 
He has no delusions about his disciples. And the 
darkness deepens until you reach the climax in that 
Fourth Word from the cross: “My God, my God, 
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why hast thou forsaken me?” His own faith has 
failed! Is this the Jesus who had spoken so con¬ 
fidently about the love and protecting care of the 
Father? He had said that not a single sparrow 
lights on the ground without being the object of that 
Heavenly Father’s thought and care. Notice that 
our Lord was not instancing anything so tragic as the 
death of a sparrow. It is the same Aramaic word 
as is used of Rebekah alighting down on the ground 
off her camel. God’s loving care, Jesus had taught, 
extends to the most trivial and ordinary circumstance 
of which you can think. Not in the catastrophic, but 
in the most commonplace movements of the most 
insignificant creature in his universe, God the Father 
is intensely interested and watchful. His special care 
is in that tremendous business of that little sparrow 
hopping down to pick a precarious meal among the 
dung and dust of the roadway. 

And now! Cares for a sparrow? He does not 
seem to be caring even for his well-beloved Son! 
Forsaken by the sparrow-watching Father! Every¬ 
thing gone! Ah, He who tasted the bitterness of 
death for every one of us didn’t sip it: he tasted it 
in wide mouthful. He who, though he knew no sin, 
was made sin for us, did not have any make-believe 
in the redemption of mankind. Well does the writer 
of the Epistle to the Hebrews say such a Saviour is 
“able to save to the uttermost.” If I make my bed 
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in hell, he is there to say, “Arise, take up thy bed 
and walk.” In the cross you touch utter, stark 
reality. You plumb the depths and scale the heights. 
There is nothing further possible in human experi¬ 
ence. Everything else may be shaken, but this is 
“the uttermost.” Wherever you are, wherever you 
may find yourself, whatever may happen to you, the 
circumference of the cross makes a ring outside you 
and embraces you and brings you within its shelter 
and its redemption. It is the last uttermost foint de 
ref ere of every human experience. 

I remember one occasion when I had to go up the 
line alone in France. My instructions were to the 
effect that I was to go by such-and-such a route until 
I came to a stricken tree standing alone. From that 
point onward I would find a white tape on the 
ground, and all that I then had to do was to follow 
the white tape, which would bring me to my destina¬ 
tion. I recall vividly, after all the years between, 
the thoughts and feelings which surged through me 
as the guns of the enemy on the near horizon kept 
winking wickedly. But even more vividly do I re¬ 
call the wonderful sense of relief and comfort when 
I reached the lone tree, and all that remained was to 
follow expeditiously the leading of the white tape. 
There was the comfort of the knowledge that I had 
not missed the way; of the evidence that someone 
who knew what he was doing had passed that way 
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before me, leaving a white example that I should 
follow in his trail. Anything might happen 5 death 
itself might come: but life now had purpose, direc¬ 
tion, certainty. The matter of life or death, of suc¬ 
cess or failure, no longer depended upon myself. 

That is the kind of comfort the lone tree of 
Calvary affords. One has been there before us who 
knows, and all that remains for us is the faithful 
following of the white trail. Sic Deus dilexit 
mundum—God loved the world like that. 

These are days in which many standards are being 
raised in the wilderness to draw the gaze of suffer¬ 
ing and lost humanity. “Lo, here! Lo, there!” 
they cry. But most of them are bare poles on which 
no healing virtue hangs. It is not the cross that 
saves, but the Man of the cross. Saint Paul speaks 
of the way in which it is possible for every Christian 
to do something toward the filling up the measure of 
Christ’s sufferings j but he asks, “Was Paul cruci¬ 
fied for you?” It is not the crucifixion that matters, 
but the Crucified. “He”—not his death—“is the 
propitiation for our sins.” 

I once met, in a deserted gold-mining center in 
New Zealand, a doctor who used to care for the 
bodies of those who had flocked there during the 
gold rush. He told me he was summoned on one 
occasion to the bedside of an old miner for whom 
he quickly saw he could do nothing. So he read him 
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some verses from Revelation 21. There was no 
response of any kind until my friend came to the 
words, “and the street of the city was pure gold,” 
when the dying miner suddenly opened his eyes, and 
exclaimed, “What’s that? Gold in the street? Has 
it been assayed, or are you only quoting from a pro¬ 
moter’s prospectus?” 

Let us give thanks for a Bible that is not a pro¬ 
moter’s prospectus but the report of pioneers, whose 
gold has been assayed in every kind of test through¬ 
out the ages, and still is the standard by which all 
the shifting, fluctuating values of experience are 
judged and proved. 
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